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TO THE 


„ 


E or TRV may be ſaid to clainvour firſt attention, 
5 it was originally intended to expreſs our gratitude 
o the Deity, and teach mankind the moſt impor- 
ant precepts of religion and virtue ; by which the 
zuman ſoul is not only exalted and refined, but 
he heart is fortified againſt all the various aſſaults 
human calamities, and by which we are taught 
o conſider happineſs as entirely depending on the 
eflections of our own minds. We ſhall be ſuffict- 


ntly convinced of theſe truths, if we only conſider 


e particular end and deſign of the ſeveral ſpecies 
f poetry, 82 


The Ep1c ron was intended to convey inſtrue- 
Ons diſguiſed under the allegory of an important 
id heroic action. The ont to celebrate the ex- 


ploits ; 


* 


v1 ro THE PUELIC- 


ploits of great men, in order to excite a general imi- 
tation in others. TRAGEDY, to inſpire us with 
a deteſtation of guilt, by painting the fatal conſe- 
quences that follow it: and with a veneration for 
virtue, by repreſenting the rewards and juſt praiſes 
that attend it, Comtpy and 8ATIRE, to correct 
whilſt they divert us, and wage implacable war with 
Vice and Folly. Erzcy, to weep over the tombs 
of ſuch as deſerve to be lamented : and PASTOR AL, 
to ſing the innocence and pleaſures of rural life, 


To promote ſuch defirable ends, the ſtudy of 
Poetry has ever met with the ſanction and cncou- 
ragement of men the moſt eminent for their wiſdom 
and virtue: and it is much to be feared that thoſe 
whoſe imaginations are not enlivened by the charms 
of Poctry, muſt either have their affections depraved, 
or be naturally mſenfible of the exquiſite pleaſure 


reſulting from the proper exerciſe of them. 


. 


TO TRE PUBLIC, vil 


wo To allure thoſe who were inattentive to the excels 


thcnce of virtue, and direct their thoughts to the no- 
ſe-Hieſt qualifications, induced the Editor of this ſmall 
or-olume to ſelect ſuch poems as have been univer- 
es ally eſtecmed the firſt ornaments of our language, 
ect nd admired, not only for purity of ſentiment, but 


for beauty and harmony of numbers, 
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AN ECLOGUE. 
E FY PARNELL. 


T | 

N OW early ſhepherds o'er the meadows paſs, 
And print long footſteps on the glitt'ring-graſs ; 
The cows, neglectſul of their-paſture, ſtand, 
By turns obſequious to the milker's hand. 

When Damon ſoftly- trod the ſhaven lawn, 
Damon, a youth from city cares withdrawn, * 
Long was the pleaſing walk he wander'd through, 
A cover'd arbourclos'd the diftant view ; 

There reſts the youth, and, while the feather d throng 
Raiſe their wild muſick; thus contrives a ſong. 
Here, waſted o'er by mild Eteſſan air, 
Thou country Goddeſs, beautoous Health! repair, 
Here let my breaſt through quiy'ring trees inhale” 
Thy roſy bleſſings with the morning gals. 
What are the fields, or fipw'rs, or all I ſee ? 
Ah taſteleſs all, if not-enjoy'd with thee: 
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Joy to my ſoul ! 1 feel the goddeſs nigh, 
The face of nature cheers as well as I ; 
O'er the flat green refreſhing breezes run, 
The ſmiling daiſies blow beneath the ſun, 
The brooks run purling down with filver waves, 
The planted lanes rejoice with dancing leaves, 
The chirping birds from all the compaſs rove 
To tempt the tuneful echoes of the grove : 
High ſunny ſummits, deeply ſhaded dales, 
Thick moſſy banks, and flow'ry winding vales, 
With various proſpects gratiſy the ſiglit, g | 
And ſcatter'fix'd attention in delight. | 
Come, country Goddeſs, come, nor thou ſuffice, 
But bring thy mountain ſiſter, Exerciſe : 
Call'd by thy lovely voice ſhe turns her pace, 
Her winding horn proclaims the finiſh'd chace ; 
She mounts the rocks, ſhe ſkims the level plain, 
Dogs, hawks, and horſes crowd her early train z ; 
Her hardy face repels the tanning wind, | 8 
And lines and meſhes looſely float behind. 
All theſe as means of toil the feeble ſee, 
But theſe are helps to pleaſure, join'd with thee. 
Let Sloth: lie ſoſt' ning till high noon in down, 
- Or lolling fan her in the ſultry town, 
© UVnnerv'd with reſt ; and turn her own diſeaſe, 
Or foſter others in luxurious 4 
I mount the courier, calls > Ms 
The fox — 
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I lead where ſtags through tangled thickets tread, 
And ſhake the ſaplings with their branching head; 
I make the fa.cons wing their airy way, 

And ſoar to ſeize, or ſtooping ſtrike their prey 

To ſnare the fiſh I fix the lurking bait ; 

To wound the fowl I load the gun with fate. 

'Tis thus through change of exerciſe I range, 

And ſtrength and pleaſure riſe from ev'ry change. 
Here, beauteous Health ! for all the year remain : 
When the next comes, Ill charm thee thus again. 


Oh come, thou Goddeſs of my rural ſong ! 
And bring thy daughter, calm Content, along ; 
Dame of the ruddy cheek and laughing eye, 
From whoſe bright preſence clouds of ſorrow fly. 
For her I mow my walks, I plat my bow'rs, 
Clip my low hedges, and ſupport my flow'rs ; 
To welcome her, this ſummer-ſeat I dreſt, 
And here I court her when ſhe comes to reſt ; 
When ſhe from exerciſe to learned eaſe | 
Shall change again, and teach the change to pleaſe. 


Now friends converſing my ſoft hours refine, 
And Tully's Tuſculum revives in mine : 
Now to grave books I bid the mind retreat, 
And ſuch as make me rather good than great: 
Or o'er the works of eaſy fancy rove, 
Where flutes and innocence amuſe the grove :. 
The native bard that on Sicilian plains 
Firſt ſung the lowly manners of the ſwains ; 
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Or Maro's muſe, that in the faireſt light 

Paints rural. proſpects and the charms of fight ; 
Theſe ſoft amuſements bring content along, 

And fancy, void-of ſorrow, turns to ſong. 

Here, beauteous Health ! for all the year remain : 
When the next comes, I'll charm thee thus again. 


„ — — —— 
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EDWIN AND ANGELINA. 


A BALLAD. 
BY DR. GOLDSMITY, 


cc 
3 gentle Hermit of the dale, 
« And guide my lonely way 
& To where yon taper cheers the vale 
« With hoſpitable ray. 


& For here, forlorn and loſt, I tread 
« With fainting ſteps and flow, 

6 Where wilds, immeaſurably ſpread, 
« Seem lengtlining as 1 go.“ 


« Forbear, my ſon,” the Hermit cries, 
« To tempt the dangerous gloom 


« For yonder faithleſs phantom flies 6's 


Jo lure thee to thy doom. 


= 
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Here, to the houſeleſs child of want 
« My door is open ſtill; 

« And though my portion is but ſcant, 
« I give it with good will, 


« Then turn to-night, and freely "ſhare 
« Whate'er my cell heſtows ; 

„. My rumy couch and frugal fare, 
« My blefling and repoſe. 


« No flocks that range the valley free 
« To laughter I conderan : 

« Taught by that Power what pities mea 
« I learn to pity them. 0 


« But from the mountain's graſſy fide 
« A guiltleſs feaſt I bring; 

« A ſcrip with herbs and fruits ſapply'd, 
« And water from the fpring. 


« Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares -forego!; 
« All earth-born cares are wrong: 
« Man wants but little here below, 
« Nor wants that little long,” 


Soft as the dew from heav'n deſcends, 
His gentle accents fell; 

The modeſt ſtranger lowly bends, 
And follows to the cell, 


AJ 
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Far in a wilderneſs obſcure 
The lonely manſion lay, 

A refuge to the neighbouring poor, 
And ſtrangers led aſtray. 


No ſtores beneath its humble thatch 
Requir'd a maſter's care ; 

The wicket, opening with a latch, 
Receiy'd the harmleſs pair. 


And now, when buſy crowds retire 
To take their evening reſt, 

The Hermit trimm'd his little fire, 
And cheer'd his penſive gueſt ; 


And ſpread his vegetable ſtore, 
And gayly preſt, and ſmil'd, 

And, ſkill'd in legendary lore, 
The ling'ring hours beguil'd. 


Around in ſympathetic mirth 
Its tricks the kitten tries; 
The cricket cherups in the hearth, 
The crackling faggot flies. 


But nothing could a.charm impart 
To ſooth the ſtranger's woe; 

For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow. 
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His riſing cares the Hermit ſpy'd,' 
With anſwering care oppreſt: 

« And whence, unhappy youth,” he cried, 
« The forrows of thy breaſt? 


« From better habitation ſpurn'd, 
« Reluctant doſt thou rove z 

« Or grieve for friendſhip-unreturn'd, 
« Or unregarded love.? 


« Alas! the joys that. fortune brings 
« Are trifling, and decay; 

« And thoſe who, prize the paltry things, 
« More trifling {till than they. |. 


«& And what is friendſhip but a name, 
« A charm. that lulls to ſleep; 

& A ſhade that follows wealth or fame, 
« But leaves the wretch to weep ? 


& And love is ſtill an emptier ſound, 
« The modern fair-one's jeſt, | 
On earth unſeen, or only found 
« To warm the turtle s neſt, 


* For ſhame, fond youth, thy ſorrows buſhy. - - 
And ſpurn the ſex,” he faid;; | 

But, while he ſpoke, a riſing bluſh 
His love · lorn gueſt betray' 4. 


A4 


„ 
- + »d Fe? 
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Surpriz'd he ſees new befuties riſe 
Swift mantling tothe view, 
Like colours o'er the morning 1xies, 
As bright, as tranſient too. 
The baſhful look, the: riſing breaſt, 
Alternate ſpread alartns, 


The lovely ſtranger aids cane 
A maid in all her charms. © * 


« And ah! forgive a ftranger rude, 

« A wretch forlorn,” the cry'd, 
& Whoſe feet unhallow d thus intrude 
« Where Heaven and you reſide, 


« But let a maid thy pity (Hare, onal 
« Whom love has taught to ſtray 1 


« Companion of her way. 


« My father liv'd befſde the Tyne, 
« A wealthy lord was he; 


| « He had but ouy me. 


« To win me from\'His tender urns, 
&« Unnumber'd ſaitors came 3 


« And felt or feigh'd a flame. 
> A 
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« Who ſeeks for ret, but finds Deſpair - 


And all his wealth was mark'd-as wine 


© Who prais'd me for impiated' charitie, = 


* A 1% 
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« Each hour a mercenary crowd 
« With richeſt proffers trove :. 

« Among the reſt young Edwin bow'd, 
« But never talk d of love. 


te In humble ſimpleſt habit clad, 
« No wealth ner power had he; 

« Wiſdom and worth were all he had, 
« But theſe were all to me. 


« The bloſſom opening to the day, 
« The dews of heaven refin'd, 
Could nought of purity diſplay 
„% To emulate his mind. 


et The dew, the bloſſom on the tree, 
« With charms inconſtant ſhine ; - 
& Their charms were his; but, woe to me 
«© Their conſtancy was mine. ' 


& For ſtill I try'd each fickle art, 
Importunate and vain 3 

% And, while his paſſion touch d my heart, 

« Itriumph'd in his pain: 


« Till, quite deje&ed with my ſcorn, 
« Heleft me to my pride, 

« And ſought a folitude forlorn, 

3 In ſecret, where he died. 

As 
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« But mine the ſorrow, mine the fault, 
% And well my life ſhall pay: 

« I'll ſeek the ſolitude he ſought, 
« And ſtretch me where he lay.—. 


« And there, forlorn, deſpairing, hid, 
« I'll lay me down and die; 

« *Twas ſo for me that Edwin did, 
« And ſo for him will J.“ 


« Forbid it, Heaven !” 'the Hermit cry'd, 
Aad claſp'd her to his breaſt : 

The wondering fair-one turn'd to chide, 
'Twas Edwin's ſelf that preſt. 


« Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 
« My charmer, turn to ſee 

* Thy own, thy long-loſt Edwin here, 
„ Reſtor'd to love and the. 


« Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 
« And every care reſign ! 

« And ſhall we never, never part, 
« My life, — my all that's mine? 


« No; never from this hour to part, 
« We'll live and love ſo true, 

« The ſigh that rends thy conſtant heart 
« Shall break thy Edwin's too.“ 


BBLEGT,.POFILS: Te 


HYMN TO HUMANITY. 


297 1 Ty * 
BY DR, rav 1 0 10 
, 4 lg 21: 


1. 1 2 O . pe 
Mg of virtue, if thine ear . 
Attend not now to ſorrow's cry; 
If now the pity-ſtreaming tear | 
Should haply on thy cheek be dry ; heat + 
Indulge my veel tran, O ſweet” Hane: * 


Nn * 
10 N Zou Sn e195 
Come, ever welcoms to my bea; em! 1 61 
A tender but a cheerful gueſt: dad vm mal) 
Nor always in the gloomy cell [| 47 bes 
| Of life-conſuming ſorrow dwell ; 
For ſorrow, long indulg'd. and flow, 
| Is to Humanity a foe ; 2 
And grief, that makes the heart its prey, 1 1 
Wears ſenſibility away. Renee Jol be 19 odT 


Then comes, ſweet Nymph, "inſtead of thee} '" ans 
The gloomy fiend Stupidity. JA * the De 

HL 1130; las e 
O may that fiend be baniſh'd far, 1103471421 Sock ar 
Though paſſions hold eternal War! „ 147 
Nor ever let me ceaſe ta kh, ů De e 
The pulſe that throbs t joꝝ ar WMW 34:40 A 
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Nor let my vacant cheek be dry, 
When ſorrow fills'a brather's ge V7 7 
Nor may the tear that frequent flows | 
From priygte-or from ſocial Woes. . .. 
E'er make this pleaſing ſenſe depart 3 
Ve Cares, O harden not my heart 

| bs A TP C1 
If the fair ſtar of fortune ſmile, | . 
Let not its flattering power beguile, 
Nor, borne along the fav ring tide, 
My full ſails {well with bloating pride. 
Let me from wealth but hope content, 
Remembering ſtill it was-bnt lent ;- 
To modeſt merit ſpfrad-myfore,; 2 2 , 
Vnbar my hoſpitable dor 
Nor feed, with pomp, an idle train, 
While Want unpitied pines in vein. 

Won v. 
If Heaven, in every, purpoſe wile, 
The envied lot of wealth denies ; ws 
If doom d. te drag life's painful load 
Through poverty 's uneven nad, 
And, for the due bread of the day, 
Deſtin'd to toil as well as pray; 
To thee, Humanity, ill true, 
Tu wiſh the good I cannot do, 2001 
And give the wretch thavpilſes / 
A foothing word hr@rnnn fight 

e A 
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VI. 
Howe er exalted or depreſt, 
Be ever mine the feeling breaft. 
From me remove the ftagnant mind 


Of languid indolence, redlin'd ; 
The ſoul that one long ſabbath keeps, ; 


And through the ſun's whole circle ſleeps 3 


Dull peace, that, dwells in folly's eye, 
And ſelf-attending vanity. - 
Alike the feoliſh ang the vain 


Are ſtrangers to the ſenſe! huganes :. 
Vir. 

o for that ſympathetic glow: 3 

Which taught the holy tear to flow, 

When the prophetic eye ſurvey d 

Sion in future aſhes lad! 

Or, rais'd to heaven, implor'd the bread 

That thouſands in the deſert fed | 


Or, when the heart o'er friend(hip's grave 


Sigh'd, and forgot its power to ſave, 
O for that ſympathetic glow 
Which * the dair tear to low 2 


VII. 
It comes: it fills my labouring breaſt z 
I feel my beating heart oppreſt. 
Oh ! hear that lonely widow's wail } 
dee her dim eye! her aſpect pale 
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To heaven ſhe turns in deep deſpair, 
Her infants wonder at her prayer, y 
And, mingling tears they know not why, 
Lift up their little hands, and cry. 3 
O God. their moving forrows ſee! denne be 
Support them, ſweet Humanity ) * | eee ee 
G 7% et en 09 deu bak 
Life, filld with grief's diſtreſsful train, 1 
For ever aſks the tear humane. n. A bed 
Behold, in yon unconſcious grov g. 
The victims of ill- fated esl! 
Heard you that agonizing thy throe ? 
Sure this is not romantic woe ! 
The golden day of joy is of; 
And now they part to meet no more. 
Aſſiſt them, hearts from angaifh free! 
Aſſiſt them, ſweet Humanity! © © 


ET 1 
Parent of virtue, if thine ear 1 tt. 
Attend not now to ſorrow's cr; N 
If now the pity-ſtreaming tear * 
Should haply on thy cheek be dry; 
Indulge my votive ſtrain, O ſweet Humanity 


. - 
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THE NIGHTINGALE. 


A S Phcebus darted forth his milder ray, 

And length'ning ſhades confeſ;'d the ſhort'ning day, 
To Tiber's banks repair'd an am'rous ſwain, 
The love and envy of the neighbouring plain. 
To cool his heat, he ſought the breezy grove, 
To cool his heat, but more the heat of love ; 

To ſooth his cares, on the ſoft lute he play'd ; 
But the ſoft lute refreſh'd the lovely maid : 
Conſpiring elms their umbrage ſhed around, 
Wav'd with applauſe, and liſten'd to the ſound, 
Sweet Philomel, the choriſter of love, 

The muſical enchantreſs of the grove, , 
With wonder heard the ſhepherd as he play'd, 
And ſtole, attentive, to the tuneful ſhade. 
Perch'd o'er his head the ſylvan Syren fate, 
With envy burning, and with pride elate ; 
Ambitiouſly ſhe lent a liſt'ning ear, 

Charm'd with the very ſounds ſhe dy'd to hear: 
Each note, each flowing accent of the ſong, 
She ſooth'd, and ſweeten'd with her ſofter — 3 
Gently refin'd each imitated ſtrain, 

And paid him with his harmony again. 
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ſhepherd wonder'd at the juſt replies, 
At firſt miſtaken for the vocal breeze ; 
But when he found his little rival near 
Imbibing muſic both at eye and ear, 
With a ſublimer touch he ſwept the lute, 
A ſummons to the muſical diſpute. 
The ſummons ſhe receiv'd, reſoly'd to try; 
And, daring, warbled out a bold reply. 
Now ſweeteſt thoughts the gentle ſwain inſpire 
And with a dying ſoftneſs tune the lyre ; 
Echo the vernal muſic of the woods, 
Warble the murmurs of the falling floods. 
Thus ſweet he ſings, but ſweetly ſings in vaing 
For Philomela breathes a ſofter ftrain ; 
With eaſter art ſhe modulates each note, 
More nat ral muſic melting in her throat. 
Much he admir'd the magic of her tongue, 
But more to find his lute and art outdone. 
And now to loftier-airs he tunes the ſtrings, 
And now to loftier airs his echo ſings ; 


Though loud as thunder, though as ſwift as thought, 


She reach'd the ſwelling, caught the flying note 3 
In trembling treble, now in ſolemn baſs, 
She ſhew'd how nature could his art ſurpaſs. 


Amaz'd, at length with rage the ſhepherd burn'd, 


His admiration-into anger turn'd ; 
Inflam'd, with emulating pride he ſtood, 
And thus Gefy'd the charmer of the wood 2 
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And wilt thou tl my muſic imitate'? 

Thea ſee thy folly, and thy taſk is great: | 
For, knowj more powerful lays remain unſung, 
Lays far ſuperior to thy mimic tongue. 

If not, this lute, this vanquiſh'd lute, I ſwear 

Shall never more delight the raviſh'd ear; 

But, broke in ſcatter d fragments, ſtrew the plain, 
And mourn the Vories which ft could not gain. 
He ſaid: and as he ſaid, his foul on tire,.. 

With a diſdainftit air he' truck the re. 

Quick to the touch the tides of muſic flow, 

Swell into ſtrength, or melt away in wor: 

Now raiſe the ſhrilling trumpet's clanging jar, 
And imitated thunders wuze the War 

Now ſoft'ning ſounds, and ſadly tz ſtrains, 
Breathe out he lover's joys, and lover's pains. - . ., 
He ſung; and ceas'd her rival notes to hear, K 
As his dy'd liſt ning ln the ambient air. 

But now, too late, her noble folly found, _ | 

Sad Philomela ſtood ſiibdu'd by found : | , 

Though vanquiſh'd, yet with gen'rous ardour fill'd, 

Ignob!y ſtill ſhe ſcoruu to quit the feld j 

But ſlowly faint her penfrve. accents flow, '' | 
Weaken'd with grief, andcovencharg'd' with woe. " 
Again ſhe tunes her vbice, again thie ſings, - / 1 
Strains ev'ry nerve, and quivers on her wings; 
In vain her ſinking ſpirits ſade away, 

And in a tuneful agony decay: 
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Dying ſhe fell, and, as the ſtrains expire, Mah 


Breath'd out her ſoul in anguiſh on the lyre; 
Diſſolv'd in tranſport, ſhe reſign'd her breath, 
And gain'd a living conqueſt by her death. 
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Plaintive where ſhe prates at night ; en f 
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And the lark, to meet the morn, 
Soars beyond the ſhepherd's ſight. * 
IV. 
From the low- roof'd cottage ridge, 

See the chatt'ring ſwallow ſpring z 
Darting through the one-arch'd bridge, 
Quick ſhe dips her dappled wing. 

4 V. 

| Now the pine-tree's waving top 
Gently greets the morning gale z 

Kidlings, now, begin to crop 
Daiſies on the dewy dale. 


VI. 
From the balmy ſweet, uncloy'd, 

(Reſtleſs, till her taſk. be done) , 
Now the buſy bee's employ'd, 

Sipping dew before the ſun. 
VII. 5 
Trickling through the crevic'd rock, 

Where the limpid ſtream diſtils, 
| Sweet refreſhment waits the flock 
When 'tis ſun-drove from the hills, 


; VIII. 
Colin's for the promis'd corn 
(Ere the harveſt hopes are ripe) 
Anxious ;— whilſt the huntſman's horn, 
Boldly ſounding, drowns his pipe. 


— A - 
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IX. 
Sweet, O ſweet, the warbling throng 
On the white embloſſom'd ſpray | 
Nature's univerſal ſong 
Echoes to the riſing day. 


N 0 O N, 


2 X. 
. on the glitt'ring flood, 
Now the noontide radiance glows : 
Drooping o'er its infant bud, 
Not a dew-drop's left the roſe. 
XI. 
By the brook the ſhepherd dines, 
From the fierce meridian heat 


Shelter'd by the branclung pines 
Pendent o'er his graſſy feat. 

Now the flock forſakes the glade, 
Where uncheck'd the ſun-beams fall; 

Sure to find a pleaſing Thade 
By the ivy'd abb&y wall. 

XIII. 


O'er the river, rock, and hill, 
Cannot catch a ſingle ſound, 
Save the clack of yonder mill. 


| 
| Echo in her airy round, 
| 


Ne 
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XIV. 
Cattle court the zephyrs bland, 
Where the ſtreamlet wanders cool; 
Or with languid ſilence ſtand 
Midway in the marſhy pool, 
XV. 
But from mountain, dell, or ſtream, 
Not a flutt'ring zephyr ſprings z 
Fearful leſt the noon-tide beam 
Scorch its ſoft, its filken wings. 
XVI. 
Not a leaf has leave to ſtir, 
Nature's lull'd - ſerene — and ſtill; 
Quiet e en the ſhepherd's cur, 
Sleeping on e heath-clad hill: 
XVII. 
Till the freſh deſcending-ſhower, 
Grateful to the thirſty ground, 
Raiſes ev'ry fainting flower. 
XVIII, 
Now the hill—the hedge—is green, 
Now the warblers' throats in tune; 
Blithſome is the verdant ſcene, 
Brighten'd by the beams of Noon |! 
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E VE RING 


XIX, 
O. the heath the heifer ſtrayͤs 
| Free ;—(the furrow'd taſk is done) 
Now the village windows blaze, 
Burnaiſh'd by the ſetting ſun. 
XX. 
Now he ſets behind the hill, 
Sinking from a golden ſky ; 
Can the pencil's mimic {kill 
Copy the refulgent dye ? 
XXI. 
Trudging as the plowmen go, 
(To the ſmoking hamlet bound) 
Giant-like their ſhadows grow, 
Lengthen'd o'er the level ground, 
XXII, 
Where the riſing foreſt ſpreads 
Shelter for the lordly dome, 
To their high-built airy beds 
See the rooks returning home. 
XXIII. 
As the lark, with varied tune, 
Carols to the evening loud, 
Mark the mild reſplendent moon 


Breaking through a parted cloud 
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XXIV. 

Now the hermit howlet peeps 
From the barn, or twiſted brake; 


And the blue miſt ſlowly creeps, 
Curling on the ſilver lake. 


XXV. 
As the trout, in ſpeckled pride, 
Playful from its boſom ſprings, 
To the banks a ruffled tide 
Verges in ſucceſſive rings. 


XXVI. 
Tripping through the ſilken graſs, 
Oer the path-divided dale, 
Mark the roſe-complexion'd laſs 
With her well-pois'd milken pail. 
| XXVII. 
Linnets with unnumber' d notes, 
And the cuckow bird with two, 
Tuning ſweet their mellow throats, 
Bid the ſetting ſun adieu. 
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R NN. 
FROM THOMSON's SE AS ONS. 


We as they change, Almighty Father ! theſe 
Are but the varied God. The rolling year 

Is full of Thee. Forth in the pleaſing Spring 

Thy beauty walks, Thy tenderneſs and love. 

Wide fluſh the fields; the ſoftening air is balm; 
Echo the mountains round; the foreſt ſmiles ; 

And every ſenſe, and every heart is joy. 

Then comes Thy glory in the Summer months, 
With light and heat refulgent. Then I hy ſun 
Shoots full perfection through the ſwelling year; 
And oft” Thy voice in dreadful thunder ſpeaks 
And oſt' at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 

By brooks and groves, in hollow-whiſpering gales. 
Thy bounty ſhines in Autumn unconfin'd, 
And ſpreads a common feaſt for all that lives. 

In Winter awful Thou! with clouds and ſtorms 
Around Thee thrown ! tempeſt o'er-terapeft rol'd ! 
Majeftic darkneſs! On the whirlwind's wing 
Riding ſublime, Thou bidd'ſt the world adore, 

And humbleſt nature with thy northern blaſt. 


Myſterious round ! what ſkill, what force divine, 
Deep felt, in theſe appear ! a ſimple train, 
Yet ſo delightful mix'd, with ſuch kind art, 
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Zach beauty and heneficence combin'd, 

dhade, unperceiv'd, ſo ſoſt'ning into ſhade, 

And all ſo forming an harmonious whole, 

That as they ftill ſucceed they raviſh ill. 

But wandering oft', with brute-unconſcious gaze, 
Man marks not Thee, marks not the mighty hand 
That, ever buſy, wheels the ſilent ſpheres, 

Works in the ſecret deep, ſhoots ſtreaming thence 
The fair profuſion that o'erſpreads the Spring ! 
Flings from the ſun direct the flaming day, 

Feeds every creature, hurls the tempeſt forth ; 
And, as on earth this grateful change revolves, 
With tranſport touches all the ſprings of life. 


Nature, attend ! join every living ſoul 
Beneath the ſpacious temple of the ſky, 
In adoration join, and, ardent, raiſe 
One general ſong! to Him, ye vocal Glades ! 
Breathe ſoft, whoſe Spirit in your freſhneſs breathes 3 
Oh talk of Him in ſolitary glooms ! 
Where, o'er the rock, the ſcarcely-waving pine 
Fills the brown ſhade with a religious awe. 
And ye ! whoſe bolder note is heard afar, 
VWho ſhake th' aſtoniſh'd world, lift high to Heaven 
Th' impetuous ſong, and ſay from whom you rage. 
His praiſe, ye Brooks! attune, ye trembling Rills! 
And let me catch it as I muſe along. 
Ye headlong Torrents! rapid and profound 
Ye ſofter Floods ! that lead the humid maze 
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Along the vale ; and thou, majeſtic Main ! Ti 
A ſecret world of wonders in thyſelf, | 1 
Sound his ſtupendous praiſe, whoſe greater voice 

Or bids you roar; or bids your roarings fall. 

Soft roll your incenſe, Herbs, and Fruits, and Flowers, 
In mingled clouds, to Him, whoſe ſun exalts, 

Whoſe breath perfumes you, and whoſe pencil paints, 
Ye Foreſts! bend ; ye Harveſts ! wave to Him ; 
Breathe your {till ſong into the reaper's heart, 

As home he goes beneath the joyous moon. 

Ye that keep watch in Heaven] as Earth aſleep 
Unconſcious lies, effuſe your mildeſt beams, 

Ye Conſtellations ! while your Angels ſtrike, 

Amid the ſpangled ſky, the filver lyre, 

Great Source of day, beſt image here below 

Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide 

From world to world the vital ocean round, 

On Nature write, with every beam, his praiſe. 

The thunder rolls : be huſh'd the proſtrate World, 
Vhile cloud to cloud returns the ſolemn hymn. 

Bleat out afreſh, ye Hills ! ye moſly Rocks 

Retain the ſound : the broad reſponſive low, 

Ye vallies ! raiſe, for the Great Shepherd reigns, 

And his unſuffering kingdom yet will come. 

Ye Woodlands all ! awake : a boundleſs ſong 

Burſt from the Groves ; and when the reſtleſs day, 
Expiring, lays the warbling world aſleep, 

Sweeteſt of birds! ſweet Philomela! charm 
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The liſt'ning ſhades, and teach the Night his praiſe, 

Ye, chief, fron; whom the whole creation ſmiles, 

At once the head, the heart, and tongue of all, 

Crown the great hymn ! in ſwarming cities vaſt, 

Aſſembled Men! to the deep organ join 

The long-reſounding voice, oft” breaking clear, 

At ſolemn pauſes, through the ſwelling baſe, 

And as each mingling flame increaſes each, 

In one united ardour riſe to Heaven. 

Or if you rather chuſe the rural ſhade, 

And find a fane in every ſacred grove ; 

There let the ſhepherd's flute, the virgin's lay, 

The prompting Seraph, and the Poet's lyre, 

Still fing the God of Seaſons as they roll. 

For me, when 1 forget the darling theme, 

Whether the hloſſom blows, the ſummer ray 

Ruſlets the plain, inſpiring Autumn gleams, 

Or Winter riſes in the blackening Eaſt, 

Be my tongue mute, my Fancy paint no more, 

And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat 
Should Fate command me to the fartheſt verge 

Of the green earth, to diſtant barbarous climes, 

Rivers unknown to ſong, where firſt the ſun 

Gilds Indian mountains, or his ſetting beam 

Flames on th' Atlantic Iſles, tis nought to me; 

Since God is ever preſent, ever felt, | 

In the void waſte as in the city full ! 

And where He vital breathes there muſt be joy. 
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Wen even at laſt the ſolemn hour ſhall come; 
And wing my myſtic flight to future worlds, 

I chearful will obey ; there with new powers 
Will riſing wonders fing. I cannot go 
Where Univerſal Love not ſmiles around, 
Suſtaining all yon' orbs; and all their ſuns; 
From ſeeming evils ſtill educing good, 

And better thence again, and better ti11; 

In infinite progreſſion. But I loſe 

Myſeif in Him, in Light Ineffable ; 

Come, then; expreſſive Silence ! muſe his praiſe, 


— Cs. 
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ED WIN AND EMMA. 
BY DAVID MALLET, ES. 


Mark it, Ceſario, it is true and plain. 

The ſpinſters and the knitters in the ſun, 

And the free maids that weave their thread with bones; 
Do uſe to chant it. It is ſilly ſooth, 

And dallies with the innocence of love, 


Like the old age. Shakeſpeare's Twelfth Night, 
F 
. in the windings of a vale, 


Faſt by a ſhelt'ring wood, 
The ſafe retreat of health and peace: 
An humble cottage ſtood; 
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II, 
There beauteous Emma flouriſh'd fair, 
Beneath a mother's eye ; 
Whoſe only wiſh on earth was now 
To ſee her bleſt, and die. 
III. . 
The ſoſteſt bluſh that Nature ſpreads 
Gave colour to her cheek : 
Such orient colour ſmiles through Heay'n, 
When vernal mornings break. 
IV. 
Nor let the pride of great-ones ſcorn 
This charmer of the plains : 
That ſun who bids her diamond blaze, 
To paint our lilly deigns. 
V. 
Long had ſhe fill'd each youth with love, 
Each maiden with deſpair ; 
And though by all a wonder own'd, 
Yet knew not ſhe was fair, 
VI. 
Till Edwin came, the pride of ſwains, 
A ſoul devoid of art; 
And from whoſe eye;ſerenely mild, 
Shone forth the feeling heart. 
VII. 
A mutual flame was quickly caught ; 
Was quickly too reveal'd ; 
83 
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For neither boſom lodg'd a with 
That virtue Keeps conceal'd. 

; VIIL 

| What happy hours of home-felt bliſs 

| Did love on both beſtow 

But bliſs too mighty long to laſt, 
Where Fortune proves a foe. 


IX. þ 
His ſiſter, who, like Envy form'd, 
Like her in miſchief joy'd, 
To work them harm, with wicked fxil!, 
Each darker art employ'd. 
X. 
The father, too, a ſordid man, 
Who love nor pity knew, 
Was all-unfeeling as the clod 
From whence his riches grew. 


XI. 
Long had he ſeen their ſecret flame, 
And ſaw it long unmov'd : 
Then with a father's frown at laſt 
Had fteruly diſapprov'd, 
XIT, 
In Edwin's gentle heart a war 
Ol differing paſſious ſtrove ; 
His heart, that durſt not diſobey, 8 
Yet could not ceaſe to love. | 
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XIII. 


Deny'd her fight, he oft behind 
The ſpreading hawthorn crept, 
To ſnatch a glance, to mark the ſpot 
Where Emma walk'd and wept. 
XIV, 
Oft, too, on Stanmore's wintry waſte, 
Beneath the moonlight ſhade, 
In ſighs to pour his ſoften'd foul, 
The midnight mourner ſtray'd. 
9 
His cheek, where health with beauty glow'd, 
A deadly pale o ercaſt: 
So fades the freſh roſe in its prime, 
Before the northern blaſt, 
XVI, 
The parents, now, with late remorſe, 
Hung o'er his dying bed ; 
And weary'd Heav'n with fruitleſs yows, 
And fruitleſs ſorrow ſhed, 
XVII. 
'Tis paſt, he cry'd—but if your ſouls 
Sweet mercy yet can move, 
Let theſe dim eyes once more behold 
What they mutt ever love! 
XVIII. 
She came; his cold hand ſoftly touch'd, 
And bath'd with many a tear: 
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Faſt-falling o'er the primroſe pale, 
So morning dews appear, 


XIX. 
But oh ! his ſiſter's jealous care, 
A cruel fiſter ſhe 1 
Forbade what Emma came to ſay ; 
“% My Edwin, hve for me.“ 
XX. 
Now homeward as ſhe hopeleſs wept 
The church- yard path along, 
The blaft blew cold, the dai K owl ſcream'd 
Her lover's funeral ſong. 
XXI. 


Amid the falling gloom of night, 
Her ſtartling fancy found 
In every buſh his hovering ſhade, 
His groan in every ſound, 
XXII. 
Alone, appall'd, thus had ſhe paſs'd 
The viſionary vale 
When, lo! the death-bell ſmote her ear, 
Sad-ſounding 1n the gale ! 
| XXIII. 
Juſt then ſhe reach'd, with trembling ſtep, 
Her aged mother's door 
He's gone ! ſhe cry'd ; and I ſhall ſee 
That angel-tace no more 
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| XXIV. 
I feel, I feel this breaking heart 
Beat high againſt my ſide 
From her white arm down ſunk her head; 
She, ſhivering, ſigh'd, and died. 


— 


A CONTEMPLATION 
ON NIGHT, 
BY GAY. 


\ \ HETHER amid the gloom of Night I ſtray, 
Or my glad eyes enjoy revolving day, 
Still Nature's various face informs my ſenſe 
Of an all-wiſe, all- powerful Providence. 

When the gay ſun firſt breaks the ſhades of Night, 
And ftrikes the diſtant eaſtern hills with light, 
Colour returns, the plains their livery wear, 

And a bright verdure clothes the ſmiling year; 
The dlooming flow'rs with opening beanties glow, 
And grazing flocks their milky fleeces ſhow ; 

The barren cliffs with chalky fronts ariſe, 

And a pure azure arches o'er the ſkies. 

But when the gloomy reign of Night returns, 
Stript of her fading pride, all Nature mourns : 
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The trees no more their wonted verdure boaſt, 
But weep in dewy tears their beauty loſt : 

No diſtant landſcapes draw our curious eyes, 
Wrapt in Night's robe the whole creation lies : 
Yet (till, even now, while darkneſs clothes the land, 
We view the traces of th' Almighty hand ; 
Millions of ſtars in Heav'n's wide vault appear, 
And with new glories hang the boundleſs ſphere : 
The ſilver moon her weſtern couch forſakes, 
And o'er the ſkies her nightly circle makes; 

Her ſolid globe beats back the ſunny rays, 

And to the world her borrow'd light repays. 


Whether thoſe ſtars that twinkling luſtre ſend 
Are ſans, and rolling worlds thoſe ſuns attend, 
Man may conjecture, and new ſchemes declare, 
Yet all his ſyſtems but conjectures are; 

But this we know, that Heav'n's eternal King, 
Who bid this univerſe from nothing ſpring, 

an at his word bid num' rous worlds appear, 
And riſing worlds th' all-pow'rful word ſhall hear. 

When to the weſtern main the ſun deſcends, 

To other lands a riſing day he lends : 

The ſpreading dawn another ſhepherd ſpies, 

The wakeful flocks from their warm folds ariſe ; 
Refreſh'd, the peaſant ſeeks his early toil, 

And bids the plough correct the fallow ſoil. 
While we in Sleep's embraces waſte the night, 


The climes oppos'd enjoy meridian light ; 
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And when thoſe lands the buſy ſun forſakes, 
With us again the roſy morning wakes : 

In lazy fleep the night rolls ſwift away, 
And neither clime laments his abſent ray. 


When the pure ſoul is from the body flown, 
No more ſhall Night's alternate reign be known 
The ſun no more ſhall rolling light beſtow, 

But from th' Almighty ſtreams of glory flow. 
Oh ! may ſome nobler thought my ſoul employ, 
Than empty, tranſient, ſublunary joy. 

The ſtars ſhall drop, the ſun ſhall loſe his flame, 
But thou, O God ! for ever ſhine the ſame. 


THE Sir 


AN ELEGY. 


\ \ 1TH each perfection dawning on her mind, 
All beauty's treaſure opening on her cheek, 
Each flatt'ring hope ſubdu'd, each wiſh reſign'd, 

Does gay Ophelia this lone manſion ſeek. 


Say, gentle maid, what prompts thee to forſake 


The paths, thy birth and fortune ſtrew with flow'rs ? 
Through nature's kind endearing ties to break, 


And waſte in cloiſter d walls thy penſive hours? 
B6 
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Let ſober thought reſtrain thine erring zeal, 
That guides thy footſteps to the veſtal gate, 

Lett thy ſoft heart, (this friendſhip bids reveal) 
Like mine unbleſt, ſhould mourn, like mine, too late, 


Does ſome angelic lonely-whiſp'ring voice, 
Some ſacred impulſe, or ſome dream divine, 

Approve the dictates of thy early choice? 
Approach with confidence the awful ſhrine. 


There, kneeling at yon' altar's marble baſe 
(While ſtreams of rapture from thine eye-lid ſteal, 
And ſmiling Heav'n illumes thy ſoul with grace), 
Pronounce the yow thou never canſt repeal. 


Yet if miſled by falſe-entitled friends, 
Who ſay—“ That Peace, with all her comely train, 

« From ſtarry regions to this clime deſcends, 
« Smooths ev'ry frown, and ſoftens ev'ry pain: 


&© That veſtals tread Contentment's flow'ry lawn, 
« Approv'd of Innocence, by Health careſt: 

«© That rob'd in colours bright, by Fancy drawn, 
« Celeſtial Hope fits ſmiling at their breaſt ;” 


SuſpeR their ſyren ſong and artful ſtyle, 
Their pleaſing ſounds ſome treach'rous thought conceal 
Full oft does pride with ſainted voice beguile, 
And ſordid int reſt Wear the maſk of zeal. 
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A tyrant abbeſs here perchance may reign, 
Who, fund of pow'r, affects the imperial nod, 

Looks down diſdainful on her female train, 

And rules the cloiſter with an iron rod. 


Reflection ſickens at the life-long tie, 
Black-glancing Mem'ry acts her buſy part, 

Its charms the World unfolds to Fancy's eye, 
And ſheds allurement on the wiſhful heart. 


Lo! Diſcord enters at the ſacred porch, 
Rage in her frown, and terror on her creſt : 
Ev'n at the hallow'd lamps ſhe lights her torch, 
And holds it flaming to each virgin breaſt, 


But ſince the legends of monaſtic bliſs 
By fraud are fabled, and by youth believ'd, 
Unbought experience learn from my diſtreſs, 
Oh! mark my lot, and be no more deceiv d. 


Three luſtres ſcarce with haſty wings were fled, 
When I was torn from ev'ry weeping friend, 
A thoughtleſs victim to the temple led, 
And (bluſh, ye parents !) by a father's hand, 


Yet then what ſolemn ſcenes deceiv'd my choice ! 
The pealing organ's animating ſound, 

The choral virgin's captivating voice, 
The blazing altar, and the prieſts around; 
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The train of youths array'd in pureſt white, 
Who ſcatter'd myrtles as 1 paſs'd along; 

The thouſand lamps that pour'd a flood of light, 
The kiſs of peace from all the veſtal throng : 


The golden cenſer toſs'd with graceful hand, 
Whoſe fragrant breath Arabian odour ſhed : 
Of meek-ecy'd novices the circling band, 
With blooming chaplets wove around their head. 


My willing ſoul was caught in rapture's flame, 
While ſacred ardour glow'd in ev'ry vein : 

Methought applauding angels ſung my name, 
And heaven's unſullied glories gilt the fane. 


This temporary tranſport ſoon expir'd, 

My drooping heart confeſs'd a dreadful void: 
E'er ſince, alas! abandon'd, uninſpir'd, 

I tread this dome to miſery allied. 


No wakening joy informs my ſullen breaſt, 
Through opening ſkies no radiant ſeraph * 
No ſaint deſcends to ſooth my ſoul to reſt, 
No dream of bliſs the dreary night beguiles. 


Here haggard Diſcontent ſtill haunts my view; 
The ſorabre Genius reigns in ev'ry place, 
Arrays each virtue in the darkeſt hue, 


Chills ey'ry prayer, and cancels ey'ry grace. 
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I meet her ever in the cheerleſs cell, 
The gloomy grotto and unfocial wood + 
I hear her ever in the midnight bell, 
The hollow gale, and hoarle-reſounding flood. 


This caus'd a mother's tender tears to flow, 
(The ſad remembrance time ſhall ne'er eraſe) 
When having ſeal'd th' irrevocable vow, 
I haſten'd to receive her laſt embrace, 


Full well ſhe then preſag'd my wretched fate, 
Th' unhappy moments of each future day ; 
When lock'd within this terror-ſhedding grate, 
My joy-deſerted ſoul would pine away. 


Yet ne'er did her maternal voice unfold 
This cloiſter'd ſcene in all its horror dreſt ; 
Nor did ſhe then my trembling ſteps withhold, 
When here 1 enter'd a reluctant gueſt. 


Ah ! could ſhe view her only child betray'd, 
And let ſubmiſſion o'er her love prevail? 
Th' unfeeling prieſt why did ſhe not upbraid ? 

Forbid the vow, and rend the hov'ring veil ? 


Alas ! ſhe might not—her relentleſs lord 


Had ſeal'd her lips, and chid her ſtreaming tear; 


So anguiſh in her breaſt conceal'd its hoard, 
And all the mother ſunk in dumb deſpair. 
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But thou, who oven'ſt a father's ſacred name, 
What act impell'd thyge to this ruthleſs deed ? 
What crime had.forfeited my filial claim? 


And given (ob blaſting thought) thy heart to bleed? 


Tf then thine injur'd child deſerve thy care, 

Oh haſte, and bear her from this loneſome gloom ! 
In vain—no words can ſooth his rigid ear; 

And Gallia's laws have rivetted my doouw. 


Ye cloiſter d fair ye cenſure- breathing ſaints, 
Suppreſs your taunts, and learn at length to ſpare, 
Though mid theſe holy walls I vent my plaints, 
And give to ſorrow what is due to pray'r. 


I fled not to this manſion's deep receſs 

To veil the bluſhes of a guilty ſhame, 
The tenor of an ill-ſpent life redreſs, 

And ſnatch from infamy a ſinking name. 


Yet let me to my fate ſubmiſſive bow; 
From fatal ſymptoms if I right conceive, 
This ſtream, Ophelia, has not long to flow, 
This voice to murmur, and this breaſt to heave. 


Ah! when extended on th' untimely bier, 
To yonder vault this form ſhall be convey'd, 


% 


Thou'lt not refuſe to ſhed one grateful tear, 
And breathe the requiem to my fleeting ſhade, 
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With pious footſtep join the ſable train, 

As through the lengthening aile they take their way, 
A glimmering taper let thy hand ſuſtain, 
Thy ſoothing voice attune the funeral lay: 


Echold the miniſter who lately gave 

The ſacred veil, in garb of mournful hue, 
(More friendly office) bending o'er my grave, 

And ſprinkling my remains with hallow'd dew 3 


As o'er the corſe he ſtrews the rattling duſt, 

The ſterneſt heart will raiſe compallion's ſigh ; 
Ev'n then, no longer to his child unjuſt, 

The tears may trickle from a father's eye. 


HYMN ON $OLITUDE, 
BY THOMSON. 


H A1L, mildly-pleaſing Solitude 
Companion of the wiſe and good; 
But from whoſe holy, piercing eye 
The herd of fools and villains fly. 

Oh! how I love with thee to walk, 
And liſten to thy whiſper'd talk, 
Which innocence and truth imparts, 
And melts the moſt obdurate hearts, 


% 


42 SELECT POEMS, 


A thouſand ſhapes you wear with eaſe, 
And till in every ſhape you pleaſe. 
Now wrapt in fome myſterious dream, 
A lone philoſopher you ſeem ; 

Now quick from hill to vale you fly, 
And now you ſweep the vaulted ſky. 
A ſhepherd next, you haunt the plain, 
And warble forth your oaten ſtrain. 
A lover now, with all the grace 

Of that ſweet paſſion in your face: 
Then, calm'd to friendſhip, you aſſume 
The gentle-looking Hartford's bloom, 
As, with her Muſtdora, ſhe 

(Her Muſidora fond of thee) 

Amid the long-withdrawing vale 
Awakes the rivall'd nightingale. 


Thine is the balmy breath of morn, 
Juſt as the dew-bent roſe is born ; 
And while meridian fervours beat, 

'T hine is the woodland dumb retreat: 
But chief when evening ſcenes decay, 
And the faint Jandſcape ſwims away, 
Thine is the doubtful ſoft decline, 
And that beſt hour of muſing thine 


Deſcending angels bleſs thy train, 
The virtues of the ſage and ſwain ; 
Plain Innocence, in white array'd, 
Before thee lifts her fearleſs head: 
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Religion's beams around thee ſhine, 

And cheer thy glooms with light divine : 
About thee ſports ſweet Liberty; 

And rapt Urania ſings to thee. 


Oh! let me pieres thy ſecret cell, 
And in thy deep receſſes dwell. 
Perhaps from Norwood's oak-clad hill, 
When Meditation has her fall, 

I juſt may caſt my careleſs eyes, 
Where London's ſpiry turrets riſe, 
Think of its crimes, its cares, its pain, 
Then ſhield me in the woods again. 

\ 


— 
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ODE TO SENSIBILITY. 


5 bo ANKS to thee, Nymph, whoſe powerful hand 
From dulneſs fet me free, 

Thy praiſes I'll for ever ſing, 

Sweet Senſibility. 


Thy touch, ſo gentle and benign, 
Revives the torpid heart; 

Thou pleaſure canſt from pain refine, 
To joys new joy imparts 


By thee the gaudy rainbow ſhows 
More beauties to the eye, 
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By thee more ſweetly ſmells the roſe, 
And boaſts a brighter dye. 


By thee I taſte the luſcions ſweets 
Of Cloe's nectar'd kiſs ; 
By thee 1 laugh, or chearful ſing, 


And ſeize each tranſient bliſs. 


When Cloe tunes her liquid voice, 
Or tries ſoft muſic's art, 

By thee the ſounds melodious pierce, 
Like lightning to the heart. 


By thee the poet's charming lays 
Our various paſſions move, 

Now fire the ſoul with rage, or melt 
To pity or to love. 


By thee the ſcientific page 
The ſcholar's eye delights ; 

By thee he ſhares the feaſt of wit, 
Or wit himſelf indites. 


With thee we taſte the joys of wine, 
Of friendſhip, and of love; 
When thou art gone we lonely pine, 


Or mclancholic rove. 
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CON TTC 


A PASTORAL. 
BY CUNNINGHAM, 


2 moorlands and mountaihs rude; barren, and bare, 
As wilder'd and wearied I roam; 

A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me o'er lawns to her home. 


Yellow ſheafs from rich Ceres Her cottage had crown'd; 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on her floor, 

Her caſements ſweet woodbines crept wantonly round, 
And deck'd the ſod ſeats at her door, 


We ſat ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 
Freſh fruits Land ſhe cull'd me the heſt ; 

Whilſt, thrown from my guard by ſome glances ſhe caſts 
Love lily ſtole into my breaſt. 


I told my ſoft wiſhes—ſhe ſweetly replied, 
(Ye virgins, her voice was divine !) 

I've rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd ; 
Yet cake me, fond ſhepherd—I'm thine; 


Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpe& ſo meek; * 
So ſimple, yet ſweet were her charms, | 

I kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd on her cheeks. 
And lock'd the loy'd maid in my arms: 
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Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep, 
And if—on the banks by the ſtream, 

Reclin'd on her boſom I fink into ſleep, 
Her image ſtill ſoftens my dream. 


Together we range o'er the ſlow - riſing hills, 
Delighted with paſtoral views, 

Or reſt on the rock whence the ſtreamlet diſtills, 
And mark out new themes for my muſe. 


To pomp or proud titles ſhe ne'er did aſpire, 
The damfel's of humble deſcent ! 

The cottager Peace is well known for her fire, 
And ſhepherds have nam'd her, Content. 


KAT ER 


FOR INDIFFERENCE. 


BY MRS. GREVILLE. 


Q.. I've implor'd the gods in vain, 
And pray'd till I've been weary j 


For once I'll try my wiſh to gain 


Of Oberon the fairy, 


No 


Fa 
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$eet airy being, wanton ſprite, 

That lurk'ſt in woods unſeen, 
And oft by Cyntlia's filver light 
Tripp'ſt gaily o'er the green; 


If cer thy pitying heart was moy'd, 
As antient ſtories tell, 

And for th' Athenian maid who lov'd, 
Thou ſought'ſt a wond'rous ſpell ; 


0h ! deign once more t' exert thy power ; 


Haply ſome herb or tree, 
Soy reign as juice of weſtern flower, 
Conceals a balm for me. 


I aſk no kind return of love, 
No tempting charm to pleaſe 2 

Far from the heart thoſe gifts remove, 
That ſighs for peace and eaſe. 


Nor peace nor eaſe the heart can know, 


Which, like the needle true, 
Turns at the touch of joy or woe, 
But, turning, trembles too. 


Far as diſtreſs the ſoul can wound, 
"Tis pain in each degree: 

Tis bliſs but to a certain bound; 
Beyond, is agony. 
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Take then this treacherous ſenſe of mine; 
Which dooms me till to ſmart ; 
Which pleaſure can to pain refine, 
To pains new pangs impart. 


Oh! haſte to ſhed the ſacred halm | 
My ſhatter'd neryes new ſtring ; 

And for my gueſt; ſerenely calm, 
The nymph Indifference bring, 


At her approach, ſee Hope, ſee Fear, 
See Expectation fly; 

And Diſappointment in the rear, 
That blaſts the promis'd joy. 


The tear which pity taught to flow, 
The eye ſhall then diſown ; 

The heart that melts for others woe, 
Shall then ſcarce feel its own. 


The wounds which now each moment bleed; 
Each moment then ſhall cloſe; 

And tranquil days ſhall ſtill ſucceed 
To nights of calm repoſe. 


O fairy elf ! but grant me this; 
This one kind comfort fend ; 

And ſo may never-fading bliſs 
Thy flow'ry paths attend ! 
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& may the glow-worm's glimm' ring light - 
Thy tiny footſteps lead 

To ſome new region of delight, 
Unknown to mortal tread. 


And be thy acorn goblet fill'd 
With heav'n's ambroſfial dew 

From ſweeteſt, freſheſt flow rs diſtill'd, 
That ſhed freſh ſweets for you. 


And what of life remains for me, = 
I' paſs in ſober eaſe ; 

Half-pleas'd, contented will I be, 
Content but half to pleaſe. 


= * 
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ON THE 5 
IMMORTALITY 
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J. we with brutes muſt ſhare a common fate, 

Kor quit this earthly for a better ſtate, 

If cruel death deſtroys the thinking part, 

And ſtrikes the ſpirit as it ſtrikes the heart, 

day, to what purpoſe was our reaſon given, 

Reaſon, the greateſt, nobleſt gift of Heaven ? 
.C 
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Say, who would ever be upon their guard 
Gainſt vice, if virtue meets with no reward ? 
Much happier does the libertine appear, 

Who drinks of pleaſure's cup without a fear: 
His days are jovial, ev'ry ſcene is gay, 

And in amuſements paſs his time away, 

*Till the laſt period of his life is come, 

And death conducts him to the ſilent tomb. 
Turn from this picture of earth's happy man, 
And let us that of virtue's votaries ſcan : 

See merit oft expos'd to envious hate, 

The frowns of fortune, and the ſtorms of fate ; 
See the good man, by dire misfortune led, 
Subſervient to the wealthy fool for bread : 
There often doom'd to hear what gives offence 

To truth, morality, and common ſenſe : 

»Till worn with ſorrow, and by grief oppreſt, 
The weary ſoul ſighs for its promis'd reſt, 
And, like the hireling working for his pay, 
Welcomes the evening of a toilſome day. 

If this be true, what greater proof can riſe 
That virtue blooms but in her native ſkies ? 


The charming plant, here nurs'd with tender care, 


By death tranſplanted, yields its produce there. 
This thought alone can the good man ſuſtain, 

And give him eaſe in poverty and pain. 

Who will not calmly bear ſtern fortune's frown, 

That knows he ſoon ſhall gain a heay'nly crown? 
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\Who does on ſublunary bliſs depend, 

That hopes a happineſs which ne'er ſhall end? 
Have courage then, ye meritorious few, 

Whom ftrong temptations labour to ſubdae, 
Fight the good fight, and with life's lateſt breath, 
Prove glorious victors over Sin and Death. 


— 


ODE IN EL FRI D A. 
BY MASON. 


Har to thy living light, 
Ambroſial Morn ! all hail thy roſeat ray, 
That bids gay nature all her charms difplay 
In varied beauty bright : 
That bids each dewy-ſpangled flowret riſe, 
And dart around its vermeil dyes ; 
Bids filyer luſtre grace yon" ſparkling tide, 
That winding warbles down the mountain's ſide, 


Away, ye goblins all ! 
Wont the bewilder'd traveller to daunt ; 
Whoſe vagrant feet have trac'd your ſecyet haunt 

Beſide ſome lonely wall, 
Or ſhatter'd ruin of a moſs- grown tow'r, 
Where, at pale midnight's ſtilleſt hour, 
Through each rough chink the ſolemn orb of night 
Pours momentary gleams of trembling light, 
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Away, ye elves, away! 

Shrink at ambroſial Morning's living ray; 
That living ray, whoſe pow'r benign 
Unfolds the fcene of glory to our eye, 

Where, thron'd in artleſs majeſty, 
The cherub Beauty ſits on Nature's ruſtic ſhrine. 


— 
— 


HYMN TO CONTENTMENT. 


. laſting peace of mind ! 

Swect delight of human kind! 

Heav'nly born and bred on high, 

To crown the fay'rites of the ſky 

With more of happineſs below 

Than victors in a triumph know ! 

Whither, O whither art thou fled, 

To lay thy meek, contented head ? 

What happy region doſt thou pleaſe 

To make the feat of calms and eaſe ? 
Ambition ſearches all its ſphere 

Of pomp and ſtate, to meet thee there. 

Increaſing Avarice would find 

Thy preſence in its gold enſhrin'd. 

The bold advent'rer ploughs his way 

Through rocks amidſt the foaming ſea, 
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To gain thy loge; and then perceives 

Thou wert not in the rocks and waves. 

The filent heart which grief aſſails, 

Treads ſoft and loneſome o'er the vales, 

Sees daiſies open, rivers run, 

And ſeeks (as I have vainly done) 

Amuſing thought ; but learns to know 

That Solitude's the nurſe of woe. 

No real happineſs 1s found 

In trailing purple o'er the ground: 

Or, in a ſoul exalted high, 

To range the circuit of the ſky, 

Converſe with ſtars above, and know 

All nature in its forms below : 

The reſt it ſeeks in ſeeking dies, 

And doubts at laſt for knowledge riſe, 
Lovely, laſting Peace, appear 

This world itſelf, if thou art here, 

Is once again with Eden bleſt, 

And man contains it in his breaſt. 
'Twas thus, as under ſhade I ſtood, 

I ſung my withes to the wood, 

And, loſt in thought, no more perceiv'd 

The branches whiſper as they wav'd : 

It ſeem'd as all the quiet place 

Confeſs'd the preſence of the Grace. 

When thus ſhe ſpoke—Go rule thy will, 

Bid thy wild paſſions all be ſtill, 
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Know God—and bring thy heart to know 

The joys which from religion flow : 

Then ev'ry grace ſhall prove its gueſt, 

And [I'll be there to crown the reſt. 

Oh! by yonder moſly ſeat, 

In my hours of ſweet retreat, 

Might I thus my ſoul employ, 

With ſenſe of gratitude and joy: 

Rais'd 2s ancient prophets were 

In heav'nly viſion, praiſe and prayer: 

Pleaſing all men, hurting none, 

Pleas'd and bleſt with God alone: 

Then while the gardens take my fight, 

With all the colours of delight ; 

While filver waters glide along, 

To pleaſe my ear, and court my ſong ; 

T1} lift my voice and tune my ſtring, 

And Thee, great Source of nature, ſing. 
The ſun that walks his airy way, 

To light the world, and \give the day ; 

The moon that ſhines with borrow's light 

The ſtars that gild the gloomy night ; 

The ſeas that roll unnumber'd waves ; 

The wood that ſpreads its ſhady leaves; 

The field whoſe ears conceal the grain, 

The yellow treaſure of the plain ; 

All of theſe, and all I fee, 

Should be ſung, and ſung by me: 
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They ſpeak their maker as they can, 
But want and aſk the tongue of man. 
Co ſearch among your idle dreams, 
Your buſy or your vain extremes, 
And find a life of equal bliſs, 

Or own the next begun in this. 


THE 
COUNTRY-BONX, 1757. 


BY ROBERT LLOYD, 4.M. 


Vos ſapere et ſolos aio bene vivere, quorum 
Conſpicitur nitidis fundata pecunia villis. Hor. 


* 
1 HE wealthy Cit, grown old in trade, 
Now wiſhes for the rural ſhade, 
And buckles to his one-horſe chair 
Old Dobbin, or the founder'd mare; 
While wedg'd in cloſely by his ſide 
Sits Madam, his unwieldy bride, 
With Jacky on a ſtool before em, 
And out they jog in due decorum. 
Scarce paſt the turnpike half a mile, 
How all the country ſeems to ſmile ! 
And as they ſlowly jog together, 
The Cit commends the road and weather ; 
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While Madam doats upon the trees, 
And longs for ey'ry houſe the ſees, 
Admires its views, its ſituation, 
And thus ſhe opens her oration : 
What ſignify the loads of wealth, 
Without that richeſt jewel, health ? 
Excuſe the fondneſs of a wife, 
Who doats upon your precious life ! 
Such eaſeleſs toi), ſuch conſtant care, 
Is more than human ſtrength can bear; 
One may obſerve it in your face— 
Indeed, my dear, you break apace : 
And nothing can your health repair, 
But exerciſe and country air. 
Sir Traffic has a houſe, you know, 
About a mile from Cheney- row; 
He's a good man, indeed, tis true, 
But not ſo warm, my dear, as you: 
And folks are always apt to ſneer— 
One would not be out-done, my dear 
Sir Traffic's name ſo well apply'd 
Awak'd his brother-merchant's pride 
And Thrifty, who had all his life 
Paid utmoſt deference to his wife, 
Confeſs'd her arguments had reaſon, 
And by tit approaching ſummer ſeaſon 
Draws a few hundreds from the ſtocks, 
Aud purchaſes his Country-Box. 
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Some three or four miles out of town 
(An hour's ride will bring you down) 
He fixes on his choice abode, 

Not half a furlong from the road: 
And ſo convenient does it lay, 

The ſtages paſs it ev'ry day : | 
And then ſo ſnug, ſo mighty pretty, 
To have an houſe ſo near the city 
Take but your places at-the Boar, 
You're ſet down at the very door. 

Well then, ſuppoſe them fix'd at laſt, 
White-waſhing, painting, ſcrubbing paſt, 
Hugging themſelves in eaſe and cloyer, 
With all the fuſs of moving over ; 

Lo! a new heap of whims are bred, 
And wanton in my lady's head, 

Well, to be ſure, it muſt be own'd, 
It is a charming ſpot of ground 
So ſweet a diſtance for a ride, 

And all about fo countrified ! 

*T would come to but a trifling price 
To make it quite a paradiſe. 

I cannot bear thoſe naſty rails, 
Thoſe ugly broken mouldy pales : 
Suppoſe, my dear, inſtead of theſe, 

'e build a railing, all Chineſe: 
Although one hates to be expos'd, 

'Tis diſmal to be thus enclos'd ; 
Cs 


$$ SELECT POEMS. 


One hardly any object ſees—- 

I wiſh you'd fell thoſe odious trees, 

Objects continual paſſing by 

Were ſomething to amuſe the eye. 

But to be pent within the walls— 

One might as well be at St. Paul's. 

Our houſe beholders would adore, 

Was there a level lawn before; 

Nothing its views to incommode, 

But quite laid open to the road! 

While every traveller, in amaze, 

Should on our little manſion gaze, 

And, pointing to the choice retreat, 

Cry, That's Sir Thrifty's country-ſeat. 
No doubt, her arguments prevail, 

For madam's taſte can never fail. 
Bleſt age ! when all men may procure 

The title of a connoiſſeur ; 

Vhen noble and ignoble herd 

Are govern'd by a ſingle word; 

Though, like the royal German dames, 

Ir bears an hundred chriſtian names ; 

As Genius, Fancy, Judgement, Gout, 

Whim, Caprice, Je ne ſcai quoi, Virtu : 

Which appellations all deſcribe 

Taſte and the modern taſteful tribe. 
Now bricklay'rs, carpenters, and joiners, - 

With Chineſe artiſts, and deſigners, 
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Produce their ſchemes of alteration, 

To work this wondrous reformation. 
The uſeful dome, which ſecret ſtood, 
Emboſom'd in the yew-tree's wood, 
The tray'ller with amazement ſee 

A temple, Gothic or Chineſe, 

With many a bell and tawdry rag on, 
And creſted with a ſprawling dragon, 
A wooden arch is bent aſtride 

A ditch of water, four feet wide, 

With angles, curves, and zigzag lines, 
From Halfpenny's exact deſigns. 

In front, a level lawn is ſeen, 

Without a ſhrub upon the green, 
Where Taſte would want its firſt great law, 
But for the ſkulking, fly ha-ha, 

By whoſe miraculous aſſiſtance, 

You gain a proſpect two fields diſtance. 
And now from Hyde-Park Corner come 
The gods of Athens and of Rome. 

Here ſquabby Cupids take their places, 
With Venus, and the clumſy Graces : 
Apollo there, with aim fo clever, 
Stretches his leaden bow for ever ; 

And there, without the pow'r to fly, 
Stands fix'd a tip-toe Mercury, 


The villa thus completely grac'd, 
All own that Thrifty has a taſte ; 
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And Madam's female friends and couſins, 
With Common-council men, by dozens, 
Flock ev'ry Sunday to the ſeat, 

To ſtare about them, and to eat. 


8 
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. 
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" HYMN TO ADVERSITY. 
BY GRAY. 


D AUGHTER of Jove, relentleſs power! 
Thou tamer of the human breaſt, 

Whoſe iron ſcourge and tort'ring hour 

The bad affright, afflict the beſt ! 

Bound in thy adamantine chain, 

The proud are taught to taſte of pain; 

And purple tyrants vainly groan 

With pangs unfelt before, unpitied and alone, 
When firſt thy fire to ſend on earth 
Virtue, his darling child, deſign'd, 

To thee he gave the heav'nly birth, 

And bade to form her infant mind, 

Stern, rugged nurſe ! thy rigid lore 

With patience many a year ſhe bore : 
What ſorrow was, thou bad'ſt her know, | 
And from her own ſhe learn'd to melt at others woe. 
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Scar'd at thy frown terrific, fly 
Self- pleaſing Folly's idle brood, 
Wild laughter, noiſe, and thoughtleſs joy, 
And leave us leiſure to be good. 
Light they diſperſe, and with them go 
The ſummer friend, the flatt ring foe z . 
By vain Proſperity receiv'd, | 
To her they vow their truth, and are again believ d. 
Wiſdom, in ſable garb array'd, 
Immers'd in rapt'rous thought profound, 
And Melancholy, filent maid, 
With leaden eye that loves the ground, 
Still on thy ſolemn ſteps attend: 
Warm Charity, the gen'ral friend, 
With Juſtice, to herſelf ſevere, 
And Pity, dropping ſoft the ſadly-pleafing tear. 


Oh, gently on thy ſuppliant's head, 
Dread Goddeſs, lay thy chaſt'ning hand! 
Not in thy Gorgon terrors clad, 
Nor circled with the vengeful band 
(As by the impious thou art ſeen), 
With thund'ring voice, and threat'ning mien, 
With ſcreaming Horror's funeral cry, 
Deſpair, and fell Diſcaſe, and ghaſtly Poverty. 
Thy dorm benign, oh Goddeſs! wear, 
Thy milder influence impart, 
Thy phioſophic train be there, 
To ſoftenz not to wound my heart. 
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The gen'rous ſpark extinct revive, 
Teach me to love and to forgive, 3 
Exact my own deſects to ſcan, | 
What others are, to feel, and know myſelf a man. | 


4 — 
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A SACRED ECLOGUE, 
BY POPE. 


1 nymphs of Solima ! begin the ſong : 
To heavenly themes ſublimer ſtrains belong. 
The moſſy fountains, and the ſylvan ſhades, 
The dreams of Pindus and th* Aonian maids, 
Delight no more O thou my voice inſpire 
Who touch'd Iſaiah's hallow'd lips with fire! 


Rapt into future times, the Bard begun : 
A Virgin ſhall conceive, a Virgin bear a ſon ! 
From Jeſſe's root behold a branch ariſe, 
Whoſe ſacred flow'r with fragrance fills the ſkies : 
Th' æthereal Spirit o'er its leaves ſhall move, 
And on its top deſcends the myſtic dove. 
Ye Heav'ns! from high the dewy nectar pour, 
And in ſoft filence ſhed the kindly ſhow'r ! 
The ſick and weak the healing plant ſhall aid, 
From ſtorms a ſhelter, and from heat a ſhade; 
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All crimes ſhall ceaſe, and ancient fraud ſhall fail ; 


Returning Juſtice lift aloft her ſcale ; 
Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend, 


And white-rob'd Innocence from heav'n deſcend. 


Swift fly the years, and riſe the expected morn ! 
Oh ſpring to light, auſpicious Babe! be born 
See Nature haſtes her earlieſt wreaths to bring, 
With all the incenſe of the breathing ſpring : 
See lofty Lebanon his head advance, . 
See nodding foreſts on the mountains dance: 
See ſpicy clouds from lowly Sharon riſe ; 

And Carmel's flow'ry top perfumes the ſkies ! 
Hark ! a glad voice the lonely deſert cheers ; 
Prepare the way ! a God, a God appears ! 

A God, a God ! the vocal hills reply, 

The rocks proclaim th' approaching Deity. 

Lo, earth receives him from the bending ſkies ! 
Sink down, ye mountains ! and, ye vallies, riſe ! 
With heads declin'd, ye cedars, homage pay ! 

Be ſmooth, ye rocks ! ye rapid floods, give way! 
The Saviour comes ! by ancient bards foretold : 
Hear him, ye deaf! and all ye blind, behold ! 
He from thick films ſhall purge the viſual ray, 
And on the ſightleſs eye-ball pour the day: 

'Tis He th' obſtructed paths of ſound ſhall clear, 
And bid new muſic charm ti unfolding ear: 
The dumb ſhall ſing, the lame his crutch forego, 
And leap exulting like the bounding roe. 
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No ſigh, no murmur the wide world ſhall hear, 
From ev'ry face he wipes off ey'ry tear: 

In adamantine chains ſhall death be bound, 

And hell's grim tyrant feel th' eternal wound. 
As the-good ſhepherd tends his fleecy care, 
Seeks freſheſt paſture, and the pureſt air, 
Explores the loſt, the wandering ſheep directs, 
By day o'erſees them, and by night protects; 
The tender lambs he raiſes in his arms, 


Feeds from his hand, and in his boſom warms 7 


Thus ſhall mankind his guardian care engage, 

The promis'd father of the future age. 

No more ſhall nation againſt nation riſe, 

Nor ardent warriors meet, with hateful eyes; + 
Nor fields with gleaming ſteel be cover'd o'er ; 
The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more ; 

But uſeleſs lances into ſcythes ſhall bend, 

And the broad faulchion in a plow-ſhare end ; 
Then palaces ſhall riſe ; the joyful ſon 

Shall finiſh what his ſhort-liv'd fire begun; 

Their vines a ſhadow to their race ſhall yield, 
And the ſame hand that ſow'd, ſhall reap the field, 
The ſwain in barren deſerts with ſurprize 

Sees lilies ſpring, and ſudden verdure riſe ; 

And tarts amidſt the thirſty wilds to hear 

New falls of water murm'ring in his ear. 

On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes, 

The green reed trembles, and the bulruſh nods, 
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Waſte ſandy vallies, once perplex'd with thorn, 
The ſpiry fir and ſhapely box adorn : 

To leafleſs ſhrubs the flow'ring palms ſucceed, 
And od'rous myrtle to the noiſome weed. 

The lambs with wolves ſhall graze the verdant meed, 
And boys in flow'ry bands the tiger lead; 

The ſteer and lion at one crib ſhall meet, 

And harmleſs ſerpents lick the pilgrim's feet. 

The ſmiling infant in his hand ſhall take 

The creſted bafiliſk and ſpeckled ſnake, 

P!:15'd, the green luſtre of the ſcales ſurvey, 

And with their forky tongue ſhall innocently play. 
Riſe, crown'd with light, imperial Salem, rife ! 
Exalt thy tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes ! 

See a long race thy ſpacious courts adorn 

ce future ſons, and daughters yet unborn, 

In crowding ranks on ev'ry fide ariſe, 

D:manding life, impatient for the ſkies } 

See barb'rous nations at thy gates attend, 

Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend 

See thy bright altars throng'd with proftrate kings, 
And heap'd with ptoduRts of Sabzan ſprings ! 

For thee Idume's ſpicy foreſts blow, 

And ſeeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow. 

See Heav'n its ſparkling portals wide diſplay, 
And break upon thee in a flood of day ! 

No more the rifing ſun ſhall gild the morn, 

Nor ey'aing Cynthia fill her ſilver horn; 
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But loſt, diſſolv'd in thy ſuperior rays, 

One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze 

O'erflow thy courts : the Light himſelf ſhall ſhine 
Reveal'd, and God's eternal day be thine ! 

Thy ſeas ſhall waſte, the ſkies in ſmoke decay, 
Rocks fall to Cuſt, and mountains melt away; 

But fix'd his word, his ſaving power remains; 
Thy realm for ever laſts, thy own Mefliah reigns ! 


AN INQUIRY 


BY MISS CARTER, 


2 
Ii HE midnight moon ſerenely ſmiles 
O'er nature's ſoft repoſe ; 
No low'ring cloud obſcures the ſky, 
Nor ruffling tempeſt blows. 


Now ey'ry paſſion ſinks to reſt, 
The throbbing heart lies Mill ; 
And varying ſchemes of life no more 
Diſtract the lab'ring will. 


In filence huſh'd, to Reaſon's voice 
Attends each mental pour: 
Come, dear Emilia, and enjoy 


RefleRion's fav'rite hour. 


AFTER HAPPINESS 
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Come ; while the peaceful ſcene invites, 
Let's ſearch this ample round, 

Where ſhall the lovely fleeting form 
Of Happineſs be found ? 


Does it amidſt the frolic mitth 
Of gay aſſemblies dwell ? 

Or hide beneath the ſolemn gloom 
That ſhades the hermit's cell? 


How oft the laughing brow of joy 
A ſick'niug heart conceals ! 

And through the cloiſter's deep receſs 
Invading ſorrow ſteals. 


In vain through beauty, fortune, wit, 
The fugitive we trace; 

I: dwells not in the faithleſs ſmile 
Tluit brightens Clodio's face. 


Perhaps the joy to theſe deny'd, 
The heart in friendſhip finds: 

Ah! dear deluſion, gay conceit 
Of viſionary minds! 


Howe'er our varying notions rove, 
Vet all agree in one, 

To place its being in ſome ſtats 
At dutance from our own 
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O blind to each indulgent aim 
Of pow'r ſupremely wiſe, 
Who fancy Happineſs in ought 

The hand of Heav'n denies |. 


Vain is.alike the joy we ſeek, 
And vain what we poſſeſs, 
Unleſs harmonious Reaſon tunes 

The paſſions into peace. 


To temper'd wiſhes, juſt deſires, 
Is Happineſs confin'd ; 

And, deaf to Folly's. call, attends 
The muſic of the mind. 


— * — 


WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT 
IN A 


THUNDER STORM. 
BY THE $S A ME. 


; coward Guilt, with pallid Fear, 
To ſhelt'ring caverns fly, 

And juſtly dread the vengeful fate 
That thunders through the (ky. 


Protected by that Hand, whoſe law 
The threat'ning ſtorms obey, 
Intrepid Virtue ſmiles ſecure, 
As in the blaze of day, 


In 


T 
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In the thick cloud's tremendous gloom, 
The lightning's lurid glare, 
It views the ſame all-gracious Power 
That breathes the vernal air. 


Through nature's ever-varying ſceney 
By different ways purſu'd, 
The one eternal end of Heay'n 
Is univerſal good: 


With like beneficent effect 
O'er flaming æther glows, 
As when it tunes the linnet's voice, 
Or bluſhes in the roſe. PF 


By reaſon taught to ſcorn thoſe fears 
That vulgar minds moleſt, 

Let no fantaſtic rerrors break 
My dear Narciſſa's reſt. 


Thy life may all the tend'reſt care 
Of Providence defend ; 

And delegated angels round 
Their guardian wings extend ! 


When, through creation's vaſt ex panſe, 
The laſt dread thunders roll, 

Vntune the concord of the ſpheres 
And ſhake the riſing ſoul : 
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Unmovꝰd may'ſt thou the final ſtorm 
Of jarring worlds ſurvey, 

That uſhers ia the glad ſerene 
Of everlaſting day ! 
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THE EVENING WALK. 


BY THE SAME. 


H., ſweet the calm of this ſequeſter'd ſhore, 
Where ebbing waters muſically roll; 

And ſolitude, and filent eve reſtore 
The philoſophic temper of the ſoul ! 


The ſighing gale, whoſe murmurs lull to reſt 
The buſy tumult of declining day, 

To ſympathetic quiet ſoothes the breaſt, 
And ev'ry wild emotion dies away. 


Farewell the objects of diurnal care, 
' Your taſk be ended with the ſetting ſun : 
Let all be undiſturb'd vacation here, 
While o'er yon wave aſcends the pre wo moon. 


What beauteous viſions o'er the ſoftenU heart 

In this till moment all their charms diffuſe, 
Serener joys, and brighter hopes impart, :. 

Aad cheer the ſoul with more than mortal views. 
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And quick to ev'ry gladden'd thought reſtores 
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Here faithful mem'ry wakens all her pow'rs, 
She bids her fair ideal forms aſcend, 


The ſocial virtue, and the abſeat friend. 


Come, gere, come, and with me ſhare 
The ſober pleaſures of this ſolemn ſcene; 
While no rude tempeſt clouds the ruffled air, 
But all, like thee, is ſmiling and ſerene. 


Come, while the cool, the ſolitary hours 
Each fooliſh care and giddy wiſh controul, 
With all thy ſoft nerſuaſion's wonted pow'rs, 
Beyond the ſtars tranſport my liſt'ning ſoul. 


Oft, when the earth detain'd by empty ſhow, 
Thy voice has taught the trifler how to riſe ; 

Taught her to look with ſcorn on things below, 
And ſeek her better portion in the ſkies. 


Come, and the ſacred eloquence repeat : 

The world ſhall vaniſh at its gentle ſound, 
Angelic forms ſhall viſit this retreat, 

And op'ning Heav'n diffuſe its glories round. 
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CONTEMPLATION, 


BY THE SAME, 


W HILE ſoft through water, earth, and air 
The vernal ſpirits rove, 
From noiſy joys, and giddy crowds, 
To rural ſcenes remove. 


The mountain ſnows are all diſfoly'd, 
And huſh'd the bluſt ring gale : 

While fragrant Zephyrs gently breathe 
Along the flow'ry vale. | 


The circling planets' conſtant rounds 
The wintry waſtes repair; 

And ſtill, from temporary death, 
Renew the verdant year. 


But ah! when once our tranſient bloom; 
The ſpring of life, is o'er, 

That roſy ſeaſon takes its flight, 
And muſt return no more, 


Yet judge by reaſon's ſober rules, 
From falſe opinion free, 

And mark how little, pilf'ring years 

Can ſteal from you or me. 
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Each moral pleaſure of the heart, 

Each laſting charm of truth, 
Depends not on the giddy aid 
Oft wild, inconſtant youth. 


The vain coquet, whoſe empty pride 
A fading face ſupplies, 

May juſtly dread the wintry gloom, 

Where all its glory dies. 


Leave ſuch a ruin to deplore, 
To fading forms confin'd : 

Nor age nor wrinkles diſcompoſe 
One feature of the mind, 


Amidſt the univerſal change 

+ Unconſcious of decay, 

| views, unmov'd, the ſcythe of Time 
Sweep all beſides away. 


Fix'd on its own eternal frame, 
Eternal are its joys ; 

While, borne on tranſitory wings, 
Each mortal pleaſure flies. 


While ev'ry ſhort-liv'd flow'r of ſenſe 
Deſtructive years conſume, 
Thro' Friendſhip's fair enchanting walks 
Unfading myrtles-bloom. 
5 D 
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Nor with the narrow bounds of time 


The beauteous proſpect ends, 
But, lengthen'd through the vale of death, 
To Paradiſe extends. | 


— en tt uh. 


FROM THOMSON: SEASONS, 


9 as the morning trembles o'er the ſky, 
And, unperceiv'd; unfelds the ſpreading day, 
Before the ripen'd field the reapers ſtand 

In fair array, each by the laſs he loves, 

To hear the rougher part, and mitigate, 

By nameleſs gentle offices, her toil. 

At once they ſtoop, and ſwell the luſty ſheaves, 
While through their cheerful band the rural talk, 
The rural ſcandal; and the rural jeſt, 

Fly harmleſs, to deceive the tedious time, 

And ſteal, unfelt, the ſultry hours away. 
Behind the maſter walks, builds up the ſhocks, 
And, conſcious, glancing oft on every ſide 

His ſated eye, feels his heart heave with joy. 
The gleaners ſpread around, and here and there, 
Spike aſter ſpike, their ſcanty harveſt pick. 

Be not too narrow, Huſbandmen ! but fling 
From the full ſheaf, with charitable ſtealth, 


THE STORY OF LAVINIA. 
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The liberal handfal. Think, ob, grateful, think ! 
How good the God of harveſt is to you, 

"Who pours abundance o'er. your flowing fields; 
While theſe unhappy partners of your kind 

Wide hover round you like ths fowls of Heaven, 
And aſk their humble dole. The various turns 
Of fortune ponder ; that your ſons may want 
What now, with hard reluQance, faiat ye give. 


The lovely young Lavinia once had friends, 
And fortune ſmil'd, deceitful, on her birth: 
For, in her helpleſs years depriv'd of all, 

Of every ſtay ſave Innocence and Heaven, 
She with her widow'd mother, feeble, old, 
And poor, liv'd in a cottage, far retir'd 
Among the windings of a woady vale 3 

By ſolitude and deep furrounding ſhades, 

But more by baſhful modeſty, conceal'd. 
Together thus they ſnunn'd the cruel ſcorn 
Which Virtue, ſunk to poverty, would meet 
From giddy Paſſion and low«minded Pride : 
Almoſt on Nature's coramon bounty fed, 
Like the gay birds that ſung them to repoſe, 
Content, and careleſs of to-morrow's fare. 
Her form was freſher than the morning roſe, 
When the dew wets its leaves; unſtain'd and pures 
As is the lily or the mountain- now. 

The modeſt virtues mingled in her eyes, 

vill on the ground, dejected, darting all 
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Their humid beams into the blooming flowers ; 
Or when the mournful tale her mother told, 

Of what her faithleſs fortune promis'd once, 
Thrill'd in her thought, they, like the dewy ſtar 
Of evening, ſhone in tears. A native grace 

Sat Fair proportion'd on her poliſh'd limbs, 
Veil'd in a ſimple robe, their beſt attire, 
Beyond the pomp of dreſs ; for lovelineſs 

Needs not the foreign aid of ornament, 

But is whew unadorn'd adorn'd the moſt, 
Thoughtleſs of beauty, ſhe was Beauty's ſelf, 
Recluſe amid the cloſe-embowering woods, 

As in the hollow breaſt of Appenine, 

Beneath the ſhelter of encircling hills, 

A myrtle riſes, far from human eye, 

And breathes its balmy fragrance o'er the wild; 
So flouriſh'd, blooming, and unſeen by all, 
The ſweet Lavinia; till, at length, compell'd 
By ſtrong Neceflity's ſupreme command, 

With ſmiling patience in her looks, ſhe went 
To glean Palemon's fields. The pride of ſwains 
Palemon was! the generous, and the rich! 
Who led the rural life in all its joy 

And elegance, ſuch as Arcadian ſong 

Tranſmits from ancient uncorrupted times, 
When tyrant Cuſtom had not ſhackled man, 
But free to follow Nature was the mode. 
He then his fancy with Autumnal ſcenes 


— 
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Amuſing, chanc'd beſide his reaper-train 

To walk, when poor Lavinia drew his eye, 

| Unconſcious of her power, and turning quick, 
With unaffeRed bluſhes, from his gaze. 

He faw her charming, but he ſaw not half 
The charms her downcaſt modeſty conceal'd. 
That very moment love and chaſte deſire 
Sprung in his boſom, to himſelf unknown 3 
For ſtill the world prevail'd, and its dread laugh, 
Which ſcarce the firm philoſopher can ſcorn, 
Should his heart own a gleaner in the field: 
And thus in ſecret to his ſoul he ſigh'd: 


„What pity! that ſo delicate a form, 
« By beauty kindled, where enlivening ſenfe 
« And more than vulgar goodneſs ſeem to dwell, 
« Should be devoted to the rude embrace 
« Of ſome indecent clown ! She looks, methinks, 
« Of old Acaſto's line, and to my mind 
« Recals that patron of my happy life, 
« From whom my liberal fortune took its riſe, 
« Now to the duſt gone down, his houſes, lands; 
« And once fair-ſpreading family, diſſolv'd. 
«Tis ſaid that in ſome lone obſcure retreat, 
« Urg'd by remembrance ſad, and decent pride, | 
Far from thoſe ſcenes which knew their better days; 
« His aged widow and his daughter live, 
« Whom yet my fruitleſs ſearch could never find. 
© Romantic with ! would this the daughter were! 
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When, ſtrict enquiring, from herſelf he found 
She was the ſame, the daughter of his friend, 

Of bountiful Acaſto; who can ſpeak 

The mingled pafſions that ſurpriz'd kis heart, 


Then blaz'd his ſmother'd flame, avov;'d and bold, 
And as he view'd her, ardent, o'er and o'er, 
Love, Gratitude, and Pity, wept at once. 
Confus'd, and frighten'd at his ſudden tears, 

Her riſing beauties fluſh'd a higher bloom, 

As thus Palemon „ paſhonate, and juſt, 

Pour'd out the pious rapture of his ſoul : 

And art thou then Acaſto's dear remains? 
« She, whom my reſtleſs gratitude has ſought 

« So long in vain ? O Heavens] the very ſame, 
« The ſoften'd image of my noble friend; 

« Alive his every look, his every feacure, 

« More elegantly 1 touch'd, Sweeter than ſpring !_ 
« Thou ſole ſurviving bloſſom from the root 

6 That nouriſh'd up my fortune ! Say, ah where! 
In what ſequeſter d deſert, haſt thou drawn 

« The kindett atpe& of delighted Heaven? 

& Into ſuch beauty ipread, and blown ſo fair, 

« Though poverty's cold wind, and cruſhing rain, 
< Beat Keen and heavy on thy tender years? 

« © let me now into a richer ſoil 


« Diffuſe their warmeſt, largeſt influence; 


And through his nerves in ſhivering tranſport ran! 


* Tranipl,uit thee ſafe! where vernal ſuns and ſhow'rs 
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« And of my garden be the pride and joy ! 

Ill it befits thee, oh it ill befits 

« Acaſto's daughter, his, whoſe open ſtores, 

« Though vaſt, were little to his ampler heart, 

« The father of a country, thus to pick 

« The very refuſe of thoſe harveſt-fields, | 
« Which from his bounteous friendſhip I enjoy ! 
« Then throw that ſhameful pittance from thy hand, 
« But ill apply'd to ſuch a rugged taſk ; 

« The fields, the maſter, all, my Fair, are thine, 
« If to the various bleilings which thy houſe 

« Has on me laviſh'd, thou wilt add that bliſs, 

« That deareſt bliſs, the power of bleſſing thee !” 


Here ceas d the youth: yet ſtill his ſpeaking eye 
Expreſs'd the ſacred triumph of his ſaul, 
With conſcious virtue, gratitude, and love, 
Above the vulgar joy divinely rais'd. 
Nor waited he reply. Won by the charm 
Of goodneſs irreſiſtible, and all 
In ſweet diſorder loſt, ſhe bluſh'd conſent. 
The news immediate to her mother brought, 
While pierc'd with anxious thought, ſhe pin d away 
The lonely moments for Lavinia's fate; 
Amaz'd, and ſcarce believing what ſhe heard, 


Joy ſeiz'd her wither'd veins, and one bright gleam . +. - 


Of ſetting life ſhone on her evening hours: 
Not leſs enraptur'd than the happy pair; 
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Who flouriſh'd long in tender bliſs, and rear'd 
A numerous offspring, lovely like themſelves, 
And good, the grace of all the country round. 


SS 
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THE UNIVERSAL PRAYER. 


BY POPE 


Ku: of all ! in ev'ry age; 
In ey'ry clime ador'd, 

By Saint, by Savage, and by Sage, 

Jehovah, Jove, or Lord! , 


Thou great firſt cauſe, leaſt underſtood ; 
Wo all my ſenſe eonfin'd 
To know but this, that thou art good, 
And that myſelf am blind. 


Yet gave me, in this dark eſtate, 
To ſee the good from ill; 

And binding nature faſt in fate, 
Left free the human will. 


What conſcience dictates to be done, 
Or warns me not to do, 

This, teach me more than hell to ſhun, 
That, more than Heav'n purſue. 


What bleſſings Thy free bounty gives, 
Let me not caſt away; 

For God is paid when man receives, 

I' enjoy is to obey. 


Yet not to earth's contracted ſpan 
Thy goodneſs let me bound, 

Or think thee Lord alone of man, 
When thouſand worlds are round, 


Let not this weak, unknowing hand 
Preſume thy bolts to throw, 

And deal damnation round the land 
On each I judge thy toe. 


If I am right, thy grace impart, 
Still in the right to ſtay : 

If I am wrong, oh teach my heart 
To find that better way. 


Save me alike from fooliſh pride, 
Or impious diſcontent 

At auglit thy wiſdom has deny'd, 
Or aught thy goodneſs lent. 


Teach me to feel another's woe, 
To hide the fault T ſee ; 

That mercy I to others ſhow, 

That mercy ſhow to me. 
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Mean though I am, not wholly ſo, 
Since quicken'sd by Thy breath; 

O lead me whereſoe'er I go, 
Throngh this day's life or death. 


This day, be bread and peace my lot: 
All elſe beneath the ſun, 

Thou know'lt if beſt beſtow'd or not; 
And let Thy will be done. 


To thee, whoſe temple is all ſpace, 
Whoſe altar, earth, ſea, ſkies ! 

One chorus let all beings raiſe ! 
All nature's incenſe riſe | 


"PROVIDENCE 
AN HYMN. 
BY ADDISON. 


. Lord my paſture ſhall prepare, 
And feed me with a ſhepherd's care; _ 
His preſence ſhall my wants ſupply, _ 
And guard me with a watchful eye; 

My noon-day walks he ſhall attend, 

And all my midnight hours defend. 
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When in the ſultry glebe I faint, 

Or on the thirſty mountain pant; 

To fertile vales and dewy meads 
My weary wand'ring ſteps he leads; 

Where peaceful rivers, ſoft and flow, 

Amid the verdant landſcape flow. 


Though in the paths of death I tread, 
With gloomy horrors overſpread, 

My ſtedfaſt heart ſhall fear no ill, 

For thou, O Lord, art with me till ; 

Thy friendly crook ſhall give me aid, 

And guide me through the dreadful ſhade, 


Though in a bare and rugged way, 
Through devious lonely wilds I ſtray, 
Thy bounty ſhall my pains beguile ; 
The barren wilderneſs ſhall ſmile, 
With ſudden greens and herbage crown'd, 
And ſtreams ſhall murmur all around. 
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GRA TITUDE. 
BY THE SAME. 


\ \ HEX all thy mercies, O my God! 
My riſing ſoul ſurveys ; 
Tranſported with the view, I'm loſt 
In wonder, love, and praiſe ! 


O! how ſhall words with equal warmth 
The gratitude declare, 

That glows within my raviſh'd heart ! 
But thou canſt read it there. 


Thy providence my life ſuftain'd, 
And all my wants redreſt, 

When in the ſilent womb I lay, 
And hung upon the breaſt. 


To all my weak complaints and cries 
Thy mercy lent an ear, 

Fre yet my feeble thoughts had learnt 
To form themſelves in pray'r. 


| W TVnnumber'd comforts to my ſoul 


Thy tender care beſtow'd, 
Before my infant heart conceiv'd 
From whom thoſe comforts flow'd. 
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When in the ſlipp'ry paths of youth 
With heedleſs ſteps I ran, 

Thine arm, unſeen, convey'd me ſafe, 
And led me up to man. 


Through hidden dangers, toils, and deaths, 
It gently clear'd niy way, 

And through the pleaſing ſnares of vice, 
More to be fear'd than they. 


When worn with ſickneſs, oft haſt thoy 
With health renew'd my face, 

And, when in fins and ſorrows ſunk, 
Reviv'd my ſoul with grace, 


Thy bounteous hand with worldly bliſs 
Has made my cup run o'er, 

And in a Kind and faithful friend 
Has doubled all my ſtore. 


Ten thouſand thouſand precious gifts 
My daily thanks employ, 

Nor is the leaſt a cheerful heart, 
That taſtes thoſe gifts with joy. 


Through every period of my life 
Thy goodneſs I'll purſue ; 

And, after death, in diſtant worlds 
The glorious theme renew. 
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When nature fails, and day and night 
Divide thy works no more, 

My ever-grateful heart, O Lord ! 
Thy mercy ſhall adore. 


Through all eternity to thee 
A joyful ſong I'll raiſe, 
For, oh ! eternity's too ſhort 
To utter all thy praiſe. 


* 
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BY THE SAME. 


| . lofty pillars of the ſky, 
And ſpacious concave rais'd on high, 
Spangled with ſtars, a ſhining frame, 
Their great original proclaim ; 

Th' unwearied ſun, from day to day, 
Pours knowledge on his golden ray, 
And publiſhes to every land 

The work of an almighty hand. 


Soon as the ev ning ſhades prevail, 

The moon takes up the wondrous tale, 
And nightly to the liſt'nitig earth 
Repeats the ſtory of her birth: 
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Whilſt all the ſtars that round her burn 
And all the planets in their turn, 
. Confirm the tidings as they roll, 
And ſpread the truth from pole to pole. 


What though, in ſolemn ſilence, all 
Move round the dark terreſtrial ball? 
What though no real voice nor ſound 
Amid their radiant orbs be found ? 

In reaſon's ear they all rejoice, 

And utter forth a glorious voice, 

For ever ſinging as they ſhine; 

&© The hand that made us is divine.” 


* ah Sn 


A WINTER PIECE. 
ADDRESSED TO THE DUKE OF DORSET. 
BI 7744220 


. frozen climes, and endleſs tracts of ſnow, 
From ſtreams that northern winds forbid to flow z- 
What preſent ſhall the Muſe to Dorſet bring, 

Or how, ſo near the pole, attempt to ſing ? 

The hoary winter here conceals from fight 

All pleaſing objects that to verſe invite. 

The hills and dales, and the delightful woods, 

The flow'ry plains, and ſilver- ſtreaming floods, 


— 
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By ſnow difgais'd in bright confuſion lie, 
And with one dazzling waſte fatigue the eye. 
No gentle-breathing breeze prepares the ſpring, 

No birds within the deſert region fing. 

The ſhips unmoy'd the boiſtrous winds defy, 
While rattling chariots o'er the ocean fly, 

The vaſt leviathan wants room to play, 

And ſpout his waters in the face of day, 

The ſtarving wolves along the main ſea prowl, 
And to the moon in icy vallies howl. 

For many a ſhining league the level main 

Here ſpreads itſelf into a glaſſy plain: 

There ſolid billows of enormous ſize, 

Alps of green ice in wild diſorder rife. 

And yet but lately have I ſeen ev'n here, 

The winter in a lovely dreſs appear. 

Ere yet the clouds let fall the treaſur'd ſnow, 

Or winds begun through hazy ſkies to blow, 

At ev'ning a keen eaſtern breeze aroſe ; 

And the deſcending rain unſully'd froze. 

Soon as the ſilent ſhades of night withdrew, 

The ruddy morn diſclos'd at once to view 

The face of nature in a rich diſguiſe, 
And brighten'd every object to my eyes: 

For ev'ry ſhrub, and ev'ry blade of graſs, 

And ev'ry pointed thorn, ſeem'd wrought in glaſs ; 
In pearls and rubies rich the hawthorns ſhow, 
While through the ice the crimſon berries glow, 
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The thick-ſprung reeds the wat'ry marſhes yield, 

Seern'd poliſh'd lances in a hoſtile field. 

The ſtag in limpid currents, with ſurprize, 

S-es cryſtal branches on his forehead riſe. 

The ſpreading oak, the beech, and tow'ring pine, 

Glaz'd over, in the freezing æther ſhine. 

The frighted birds the rattling branches ſhun, 

That wave and glitter in the diſtant ſun. 
When, if a guſt of wind ariſe, 

The brittle foreſt into atoms flies: 

The crackling wood beneath the terapeſt bends, 

And in a ſpangled ſhow'r the proſpect ends. 

Or, if a ſouthern gale the region warm, 

And by degrees unbind the wintry charm, 

The traveller a miry country ſees, 

And journeys ſad beneath the dropping trees. 
Like ſome deluded peaſant, Merlin leads 

Through fragrant bow'rs, and through delicious meads z 

While here enchanted gardens to him riſe, 

And airy fabrics there attract his eyes, 

His wand'ring feet the magic paths purſue ; 

And, while he thinks the fair illuſion true, 

The trackleſs ſcenes diſperſe in fluid air, 

And woods and wilds, and thorny ways appear; 
A tedious road the weary wretch returns, 

And as he goes the tranſient viſion moucns, 


Copenhagen, March gth, 1 709. 
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THE FIRE-SIDE. 


BY DR. COTTON, 


: I. 
D EAR Chloe, while the buſy crowd, 
The vain, the wealthy, and the proud, 
In folly's maze advance 
Though ſingularity and pride 
Be call'd our choice, we'll ſtep aſide, 
Nor join the giddy dance. 
II. 
From the gay world we'll oft retire 
To our own family and fire, 
Where love our hours employs ; 
No noiſy neighbours enter here, 
No intermeddling ſtranger near 
To ſpoil our heart-felt joys. 
III. 
If ſolid happineſs we prize, 
Within our breaſt this jewel lies; 
And they are fools who roam: 
The world has nothing to beſtow, 
From our own ſelves our joys muſt flow, 
And that dear hut, our home, 


IV. 
Of reſt was Noah's dove bereft, 


When with impatient wing ſhe left 
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That ſafe retreat the ark; 
Giving her vain excurſion o'er, 
The diſappointed bird once more 
Ex plor'd the ſacred bark. 
| \ 
Though fools ſpurn Hymen's gentle pow'rs, 
We, who improve his golden hours, 
By ſweet experience know, 
That marriage, rightly underſtood, 
Gives to the tender and the good 
A paradiſe below. 
VI. 
Our babes ſhall richeſt comforts bring: 
If tutor'd right, they'll prove a ſpring 
Whence pleaſures ever riſe : 
We'll form their minds, with ſtudious care, 
To all that's manly, good, and fair, 
And train them for the ſkies. 
VII. 

While they our wiſeſt hours engage, 
They'll joy our youth, ſupport our age, 
And crown our h6ary hairs : 

They'll grow in virtue every day, 
And thus our fondeſt lores repay, 
And recompenſe our cares. 
VIII. 
No borrow'd joys ! they're all our own, 
While to the world we live unknown, 
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Or by the world forgot : 
Monarchs! we envy not your ſtate, 
We look with pity on the great, 

And bleſs our humbler lot. 

1 IX. 
Our portion is not large indeed, 
But then, how little do we need 1 
For nature's calls are few : 
In this the art of living lies, 
To want no more than may ſuffice, 

And make that little do. 

g X. 
We'll therefore reliſh with content 
Whate'er kind Providence has ſent, 

Nor aim beyond our pow'r ; 
For if our ſtock be very ſmall, 
*Tis prudence to enjoy it all, 

Nor loſe the preſent hour. 

; XI. 
To be reſign'd, when ills betide, 
Patient, when favours are deny'd, 

And pleas'd with favours giv'n, 
Dear Chloe, this is wiſdom's part, 
This is that incenſe of the heart, 

Whoſe fragrance ſmells to heav'n. 

XII. 
We'll aſk no long protracted treat 
(Since winter life is ſeldom ſweet) ; 
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But when our feaſt is o'er, 
Grateful from table we'll ariſe, 
Nor grudge our ſons with envious eyes, 
Ihe relics of our ſtore, 

- XIII, 

Thus hand in hand through life we'll go, 
Its checker'd paths of joy and woe 

With cautious ſteps we'll tread ; 
Quit its vain ſcenes without a tear, 
Without a trouble or a fear, 

And mingle with the dead : 

; XIV. 
While Conſcience, like a faithful friend, 
Shall through the gloomy vale attend, 

And cheer our dying breath ; 
Shall, when all other comforts ceaſe, 
Like a kind angel whiſper peace, 

And ſmooth the bed of death. 


* 


ADAM's MORNING HYMN, 
B MILTON. TE 


I HESE are thy glorious works, Parent of good, 
Almighty ! thine this univerſal frame, 
Thus wotidrous fair; thyſelf how wondrous then } 


Unſpeakable, who ſitt ' ſt above theſe heay'ns 
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To us inviſible, or dimly ſeen 

In theſe thy loweſt works; yet theſe declare 
Thy goodneſs beyond thought, and pow'r divine. 
| Speak ye who belt can tell, ye ſons of light, 
Angels! for ye behold him, and with ſongs 

And choral ſymphonies, day without night, 

Circle his throne rejoicing ; ye in heav'n, 

On earth join all ye creatures to extol 

Him firſt, lum laſt, him midſt and without end. 
Faireſt of ſtars, laſt in the train of night, 

If better thou belong not to the dawn, 

Sure pledge of day, that crown'ſt the ſmiling mora 
With thy bright circlet, praiſe him in thy ſphere, 
While day ariſes, that ſweet hour of prime. 

Thou ſun, of this great world both eye and ſoul, 
Acknowledge him thy greater ; found his praiſe 
In thy eternal courſe, both when thou climbꝰſt, 
And when high noon haſt gam'd, and when thou fall'ſt. 
Moon, that now meet'ſt the orient ſun, no fly ſt 
With the fix'd ſtars, fix'd in their orb that flies ; 
And ye five other wand'ring fires that move 

In myſtic dance, not without ſongy reſound 

His praiſe, who out of darkneſs call'd up light. 
Air, and ye elements, the eldeſt birth 
Of nature's womb, that in quaternion run 
Perpetual circle, multiform, and mix, 

And nouriſh all things ;. let your ceaſeleſs change 
Vary to our great Maker ſtill new praiſe, 
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Ye miſts and ex halations that now riſe 

From hill or ſtreaming lake, duſky or gray, 

Till the ſun paint your fleecy ſkirts with gold, 
In honour to the world's great Author riſe, 
Whether to deck with clouds th' uncolonr'd {ky, 
Or wet the thirſty earth with falling ſhowers, 
Riſing or falling {till advance his praiſe. 

His praiſe, ye winds, that from four quarters blow, 
Breathe ſoft or loud ; and wave your tops, ye pines, 
With.every plant, in Ogn of worſhip wave. 
Fountains, and ye, that warble as ye flow, 
Melodious murmurs, watbling, tune his praiſe, 
Join voices, all ye living ſouls ; ye birds, 

That ſinging up to heaven- gate aſcend, 

Bear on your wings and in yuur notes his praiſe, 
Ye that in waters glide, and ye that walk 

The earth, and ſtately tread, or lowly-creep ; 
Witneſs if I be ſilent, morn or even, 

To hill, or valley, fountain, or freſh ſhade, 

Made vocal by my ſong, and. taught his praiſe, 
Hail, univerſal Lord | be bounteous ſtill 

To give us only good z and if the night 

Have gather'd aught of evil, or conceal'd, 
Diſperſe ity as now light viſpels the dark. 
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WRITTEN I 743+ 


BY SHENSTONE, 
Arbuſta humileſque myricz. 


| I. ABSENCE. 

2 ſhepherds ſo chearful and gay, 

Whoſe flocks never careleſsly roam; 
Should Eorydon's happen to ſtray, 

Oh! call the poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to muſe and to ſigh, 

Nor talk of the change that we find ; 
None once was ſo watchful as I; 

I have left my dear Phyllis behind. 


Now I know what it is, to have ſtrove 
With the torture of doubt and deſire ; 
What it is to admire and to love, 
And to leave her we love and admire, 
Ah! lead forth my flock in the morn, 
And the damps of each ev'ning repel ; 
| Alas! I am faint and forlorn : 
| I have bade my dear Phyllis fare wel. 


A PASTORAL BALLAD. 


IN FOUR PARTS, 


Virs, 


Jin 
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Since Phyllis vouchſaf'd me a look, 
I never once dreamt of my vine; 
May I loſe both my pipe and my crook, 
If 1 knew of a kid that was mine 
I priz'd every hour that went by, 
Beyond all that had pleas'd me before ; 
But now they are paſt, and I ſigh ; 
And I grieve that I priz'd them no more. 


But why do I languith in vain ? 
Why wander thus penſively here? 
O! why did I come from the plain, 
Where I fed on the ſmiles of my dear ? 
They tell me, my favourite maid, 
The pride of that valley, is flown ; 
Alas ! where with her I have ſtray'd, 
I could wander with pleaſure alone. 


When forc'd the fair nymph to forego, 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart! 


Yet I thought—but it might not be ſo— 


'Twas with pain that ſhe ſaw me depart. 
She gaz'd, as I lowly withdrew ; 

My path I could hardly diſcern ; 
So ſweetly ſhe bade me adieu, 

I thought that ſhe bade me return. 


E 
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The pilgrim that journeys all day 
To viſit ſome ſar- diſtant ſhrine, 
If he bear but a relic away, 
Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus widely remoy'd from the fair, 
Where my vows, my devotion, I owe, 
Soft hope is the relic 1 bear, 
And my ſolace wherever I go. 


M II. HOPE. 
banks they are furnith'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep; 
My grottos are ſhaded with trees, 

And my hills are white-over with ſheep. 
I ſeldom have met with a loſs, 

Such health do my fountains beſtow ; 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, 

Where the hare-bells and violets grow, 


Not a pine in my grove is there ſeen, 

. But with tendrils of woodbine is bound : 
Not a beech's more beautiful green, 

But a ſweet- brier entw ines it around. 

Not my fields, in the prime of the year, 
' More charms than my cattle unfold ; 

Not a brook that is limpid and clear, 
But it glitters with fiſhes of gold. 
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One would think ſhe might like to retire 
To the bow'r I have labour'd to rear ; 
Not a ſhrub that I heard her admire, 
Bat I haſted and planted it there. 
Oh, how ſudden the jeſſamine ſtrove 
With the lilac to render it gay ! 
Already it calls for my love, 
To prune the wild branches away. 


From the plains, from the woodlands and groves, 
What ſtrains of wild melody flow! 
How the nightingales warble their loves 
From thickets of roſes that blow |! 
And when her bright form ſhall appear, 
Each bird ſhall harmoniouſly join 
In a concert ſo ſoft and ſo clear, 
Az—ſhe may not be fond to reſign. 


I have found out a gift for my fair; 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed ; 
But let me that plunder forbear, 

She will ſay *twas a barbarous deed. 
For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young: 
And I lov'd her the more, when I heard 

Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue. 

E 2 
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J have heard her with ſweetneſs unfold 
How that pity was due to—a dove; 
That it ever attended the bold, 
And ſhe call'd it the ſiſter of love. 
But her words ſuch a pleaſure convey, 
So much I her accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſhe ſay, 
Methinks I ſhould love her the more. 


Can a boſom ſo gentle remain 
Unmov'd when her Corydon ſighs ? 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 
Theſe plains and this valley deſpiſe ? 
Dear regions of ſilence and ſhade ! 
Soft ſcenes of contentment and eaſe ! 
Where I could have pleaſingly ſtray'd, 
If aught in her abſence could pleaſe. 


But where does my Phyllida ſtray ? 
And where are her grots and her bow'rs ? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the valleys as fine, 
The ſwains may in manners compare ; 
But their love is not equal to mine. 
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W III. SOLICITUDE, 
Hy will you my paſſion reprove ? 
Wuy term it a folly to grieve, 

Ere I thew you the charms of my love ? 
She is fairer than you can believe, 

With her mien the enamours the brave; 
Wich her wit ſhe engages the free; 

With her modetty pleaſes the grave; 
She is every way pleaſing to me. 


O you that have been of her train, 
Come and join in my amorous lays | 
I could lay down my life for the ſwain 
That will ſing but a ſong in her praiſe. 
When he ſings, may the nymphs of the town 
Come trooping, and liſten the while; 
Nay, on him let not Phyllida frown ; 
But I cannot allow her to ſm'le. 


For when Paridel tries in the dance 
h Any favour with Phyllis to find, 
O how, with one trivial glance, | 
Might ſhe ruin the peace of my mind ! 
In ringlets he dreſſes his hair, 
And his crook is beſtudded around ; 
And his pipe—oh, may Phyllis beware 
Of a magic there is in the found ! 
E 3 
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'Tis l. is wich mock paſſion to glow : 
*Tis his in ſmooth tales to unfold, 
& How her face is as bright as the ſnow, 
&« And her boſom, be ſure, is as cold; 


% How the nightingales labyur the train, 


« With the notes of hits charmer to vie; 
& How they vary their accents in vain, 
„ Repine at her triumplis, and die.” 


To the grove or the garden he ſtrays, 
And pillages every ſweet ; 
Then, ſuiting the wreath to his lays, 
He throws it at Phyllis's feet. 
64 O Phyllis,” he whiſpers, “ more fair, 
«© More ſweet than the jeſſamine's flow'r ! 
& What are pinks, in the morn to compare? 
« What is eglantine, after a ſhow'r ? 


« Then the lily no longer is white ; 

« Then the roſe is depriv'd of its bloom ; 
« Then the violets die with deſpight, 

& And the woodbines give up their perfume.” 
Thus glide the ſoft numbers along, 

And he fancies no ſhepherd his peer : 
Let I never ſhould envy the ſong, 

Were not Pnyllis to lend it an ear. 
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Let kis crook be with hyacinths bound, 
So Phyllis the trophy deſpiſe ; 

Let his foreh-ad with laurels be crown'd, 
So they ſhine net in Phyllis's eyes. 

The language that flows from the heart 
Is a ſtranger to Paridel's tongue; 

— Vet may ſhe beware of his art, 
Or ſure I mutt envy the ſong. 


- i IV. DISAPPOINTMENT. 
Y r ſhepherds, give ear to my lay, 

And take no more hced of my ſheep : 
They bave nothing to do but to ſtray ; 

I have nothing to do but to weep. 
Yet do not my fully reprove: 

She was fair—and my paſſion begun; 
She ſmil'd—and 1 could not but love; 

She is faithleſs—and 1 am undone. 


Perhaps I was void of all thought ; 
Perhaps it was plain to foreſee, 
That a nymph ſo complete would be ſought 
By a ſwain more engaging than me. 
Ah! love ev'ry hope can inſpire ; 
I: baniſhes wz{dom the while ; 
Ad the lip of the nymph we admire 
Seems for ever adorn'd with a ſmile. 


E 4 


104 SELECT POEMS. 


She is faithleſs, and I am undone : 

Ye that witneſs the woes 1 endure, 
Let reaſon inſtru you to ſhun | 

Wit it cannot inſtruct you to cure. 
Beware how you loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree : 
It is not for me to explain 

How fair, and how fickle they be. 


Alas ! from the day that we met, 
What hope of an end to my woes? _ 
When I cannot endure to forget 
The glance that undid my repoſe. 
— Yet time may diminiſh the pain: 
The flow'r, and the ſhrub, and the tree, 
Which I rear'd for her pleaſure in vain, 
In time may have comfort for me, 


The ſweets of a dew-ſprinkled roſe, 
The ſound of a murmuring ſtream, 
ne peace which from ſolitude flows, 
Henceforth ſhall be Corydon's theme. 
High tranſports are ſhown to the fight, 
But we are not to find them our own ; | 
Fate never beſtow'd ſuch delight 
As I with my Phyllis had known. 
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O ye woods, ſpread your branches apace 
To your deepett receſſes I fly; 

I would hide with the beaſts of the chace ; 
I would vaniſh from every eye. 

Yet my reed ſhall reſound through the grove 
With the ſame ſad complaint it begun ; 

How ſhe ſmil'd, and I could not but love ! 
Was faithleſs, and I am undone |! 


CORA -26 


A PASTORAL. 


To THE MEMORY OF WILLIAM SHENS TONE, E82. 


BY CUNNING HAM, 


I. 
6 ſhepherds, we'll follow the hearſe, 
We'll ſee our lov'd Corydon lay'd ; 
Though ſorrow may blemiſh the verſe, 
Yet let a ſad tribute be paid. 
They call'd him the pride of the plain, 
In ſooth, he was gentle and kind: 
He mark'd on his elegant ſtrain 
The graces that glow'd in his mind. 
E 5 
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II, 
On purpoſe he planted yon trees, 


That birds in the covert might dwell ; 
He cultur'd his thyme for the bees, 

But neyer would rifle their coll. 

Ye lambkins that play xd at his fect, 

Go bleat—aad your maſter bemoan; 
His muſic was artleſs and ſweet, 

His manners as mild as your own, 

III. 
No verdure ſhall cover the vale, 

No bloom on the hloſſoms appear; 
The ſweets of the foreſt ſhall fail, 

And winter diſcolour the year. 

No birds in our hedges ſhall ſing 

(Our hedges ſo vocal before), 

Since he that ſhould welcome the ſpring 

Can greet the gay ſeaſon no more. 

IV. 
His Phyllis was fond of his praiſe, . 

And poets came round in a throng ; 
They liſten'd—they envy'd his lays, 

But which of them equall'd his ſong 2 
Ye ſhepherds, henceforward be mute, | 
For loſt is the paſtoral ſtrain; . . 

So give me my Corydon's flute, 
And thus—let me break it in twain, 
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THE DAY OF JUDGMENT. 


FROM YOUNG's NIGHT THOUGHTS. 


A MAZING period ! when each mountain height 
Out- burns Veſuvius ; rocks eternal pour 
Their melted maſs, as rivers once they pour'd ; 
Stars ruſh ; and final ruin nercely drives 
Her ploughſhare o'er creation ;—while aloft, 
More than aſtoniſhment ! if more can be! 
Far other firmament than e'er was ſeen, 
Than e'er was thought by man ! far other ſtars ! 
Stars animate, that govern theſe of fire ; 
Far other ſun !-—-A ſun, O how unlike 
The Babe at Bethle'm! how unlike the man 
That groan'd on Calvary !—yet He it is; 
That man of ſorrows ! O how chang'd ! what pomp ! 
In grandeur terrible, all heav'n deſcends ! 
And gods, ambitious, triumph in his train. 
A ſwift archangel, with his golden wing, 
As blots and clouds, that darken and diſgrace 
The ſcene divine, ſweeps ſtars and ſuns aſide. 
And now, all droſs remov'd, heav'a's own pure day, 
Full on the confines of our ether, flames. 

Lorenzo ! welcome to this ſcene ; the laſt 
In nature's courſe ; the firſt in wiſdom's thought. 
This ſtrikes, if aught can ſtrike thee ! this awakes 
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The moſt ſupine ; this ſnatches man from death. 
Rouſe, rouſe, Lorenzo, then ! and follow me, 
Where truth, the moſt momentous man can hear, 
Loud calls my foul, and ardour wings her flight. 
I find my inſpiration in my theme: 
Tue grandeur of my ſubject is my muſe. 

At mivniglit, when mankind is wrapt in peace, 
And werldly fancy feeds on golden dreams, 
To give more dread to man's moſt dreadful hour, 
At midnight, 'tis preſum'd, this pomp muſt burſt 
From tenfold darkneſs ; ſudden, as the ſpark 
From ſmitten ſteel ; from nitrous grain the blaze. 
Man, ſtarting from his couch, ſhall ſteep no more! 
The day is broke, which never more ſhall cloſe ! 
Above, around, beneath, amazement all! 
Terror and glory join'd in their extremes 
Cur God in grandeur, and our world on fire ! 
All nature ſtruggling in the pangs of death! 
Pod thou not hear her? doſt thou not deplore 
Her ſtrong convulſions, and her final groan ? 
Where, where, for ſhelter ſhall the guilty fly, 
When conſternat on turns the good man pale? 
Great day ! for which all other days were made; 
For which earth roſe from chaos; man from earth; 
And an eternity, the date of gods, 
D:fcendeil on poor earth- created man! 
Crea: day of dread, decifion, and deſpair ! 
At Uicught of thee, each ſublunary with 
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Lets go its eager graſp, and drops the world, 
And catches at each reed of hope in heav'n. 

Shall man alone, whoſe fate, whoſe final fate, 
Hangs on that hour, exclude it from his thought ? 
I think of nothing elſe ; I ſee! I feel it 
All nature, like an earthquake, trembling round ! 
I ſee the Judge enthron'd ! the flaming guard! 
The volume open'd ! open'd ev'ry heart 
A ſunbeam pointing out each ſecret thought 
No patron ! interceſſor none ! now paſt 
The ſweet, the clement, mediatorial tour ! 

For guilt no plea ! to pain, no pauſe ! no bounds ? 
Inexorable all! and all extreme 

Eternity, the various ſentence paſt, 

Aſſigns the ſever'd throng diſtinct abodes, 
Sulphureous, or ambroſial :—what enſues ? 

The deed predominant ! the deed of deeds ! 

Which makes a hell of hell, a heav'n of heav'n. 
The goddeſs, with determin'd aſpect, turns 

Her adamantine key's enormous ſize 

Through deſtiny's inextricable wards, 

Deep driving ev'ry bolt, on Hoth their fates. 

Then from the cryſtal battlements of heav'n, 

Down, down ſhe hurls it through the dark profound, 
Ten thouſand thouſand fathoms ! there to ruſt, 

And ne'er unlock her reſolution more. 

The deep reſounds, and hell, through all her glooms, 
Returns, in groans, tlie melancholy roar ! 
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O how unlike the chorus of the ſkies ! 
O how unlike thoſe ſhouts of joy that ſhake 
The whole ethereal ! How the concave rings ! 
Nor ſtrange ! when deities their voice exalt ; 
And louder far than when creation roſe, 
To ſee creation's godlike aim, and end, 
So well accompliſh'd! ſo divinely clos'd ! 
To ſee the mighty dramatiſt's laſt act, 
As meet, in gtory riſing o'er the reſt, 
No fancy'd god, a God, indeed, deſcends 
To ſolve all knots ; to ſtrike the moral home; 
To throw full day on darkeſt ſcenes of time ; 
To clear, commend, exalt, and crown the whole. 
Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal praiſe, 
The charm'd ſpectators thunder their applauſe ; 
And the vaſt void beyond, applauſe reſounds. 


a LATHERs ADVICE 


10 HIS $ON. 


D EEP in a grove by cypreſs ſhaded, 
Where mid-day fun had ſeldom ſhone, 
Or noiſe the ſolemn ſcene invaded, 


Save ſome afflicted muſe's moan, 
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A ſwain, tow'rds full.ag'd manhood wending, 
Saut ſorrow ing at the cloſe of day, 

At whoſe fond fide a boy attending 
Liſp'd half his father's cares away. 


The father's eyes no object wrelted, 
But on the ſmiling prattler hung, 

Til!, what his throbbing heart ſuggeſted, 
Theſe accents trembled from his tongue: 


« My youth's firſt hope, my manhood's treaſure, 
« My deareſt innocent, attend, 

„Nor fear rebuke or ſour difpleaſure : 
A father's lovelieſt name is Friend. 


gome truths from long experience flowing, 
&* Worth more than royal grants, receive; 

« For truths are wealth of Heav'n's beſtowing, 
« Which kings have ſeldom power to give. 


« Since, from an ancient race deſcended, 
© You boaſt an unattainted blood, 

« By yours be their fair fame attended, 
« And claim by birthright—to be good. 


“In love for every fellow-creature, 
e Superior riſe above the crowd; 
© What moſt ennobles human nature 
« Was ne'er the portion of the proud. 
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« Be thine the generous heart that borrows 
& From other's joys a friendly glow, 

« And for each hapleſs neighbour's ſorrows 
« Throbs with a ſympathetic woe. 


& This is the temper moſt endearing, 


& An heavenlier power good- nature bearing, 
« Each heart in willing thraldom leads. 


cc Taſte not from fame's uncertain fountain 

«© The peace-deſtroying ſtreams that flow, 
& Nor from ambition's dangerous moyntain 
&« Look down upon the world below. 


« The princely pine on hills exalted, 

“ Whoſe lofty branches cleave the ſky, 
& By winds, long brav'd, at laſt aſſaulted, 
« Is headlong whurl'd in dutt to lie; 


« While the mild roſe, more ſafely growing. 
« Low in its unaſpiring vale, 

% Amid retirement's ſhelter blowing, 
« Exchanges ſweets with every gale.. 


% Wiſh not for beauty's darling features 
ce Moulded by nature's partial pow'r, 

« For faireſt forms *mong human creatures- 
« Shine but the pageants of an hour. 


«© Though wide proud pomp her banner ſpreads, 
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« I ſaw, the pride of all the meadow, 
« At noon, a gay narciſſus, blow 
« Upon a river's bank, whoſe ſhadow 
« Bloom'd in the filyer waves below; 


« By noon-tide's heat its youth was waſted, 
© The waters, as they paſs'd, complain'd ; 
At eve, its glories all were blaſted, 

« And not one former tint remain'd. 


c 


- 


Nor let vain wit's deceitful glory 
Lead you from Wiſdom's path aſtray ; 
« What genius lives renown'd in ſtory, 

« To happineſs who found the way ? 


0 


In yonder mead behold that vapour, 
« Whole vivid beams illuſive play, 
« Far off it ſeems a friendly taper, 

« To guide the traveller on his way; 


- 


But ſhould ſome hapleſs wretch, purſuing, 


« Tread where the treach'rous meteors glow, 


« He'd find, too late, his raſhneſs rueing, 
« That fatal quick-ſands lurk below. 


In life ſuch bubbles nought admiring, 

“Gilt with falſe light, and fill'd with air, 
6 Do you, from pageant crowds retiring, 

« To Peace in Vittue's cot repair. 
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“ There ſe:k the never-waſted treature 

% Which mutual love and friendſhip give, 
« Domeſtic comfort, ſpotleſs pleafure, 

4 And bleſt and bleſſing you will live. 


& If Heav'n with children crowns your dwelling, 
« As mine its bounty does with you, 

« In fondneſs fatherly excelling, 
« Th example you have felt purſue.” 


He paus'd—for tenderly careſſing 
The darling of his wounded heart, 
Looks hwd means only of expreſſing 
Thoughts, language never could impart. 


Now night, her mournful mantle ſpreading, 
Had rob'd in black th* horizon round, 

And dank dews, from her treſſes ſhedding, 
With genial moiſture bath'd the ground ; 


When back to city follies flying, 

Midſt cuſtom's flaves he liv'd refign'd, 
His face, array'd in ſmiles, denying 

The true complexion of his mind. 


For ſeriouſly around ſurveying 
Each character, in youth and age, 
Of foo!s betray'd, and knaves betraying, 
That play'd upon this human ſtage, 
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(Peaceful hiraſelf and undeſigning) 

II: loath'd the ſcenes of guile and ſtrife, 
And felt each ſecret wiſh inclining 

To leave tl:is ſretful farce of life. 


Yet to whate'er above was fated 
Obedlently he bow'd his ſoul; 
For, whit all- bounteous Heaven created, 
He thought. Heaven only ſhould controul. 
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ON A DISTANT PROSPECT OFP 


ETON COLLEGE. 
BY GRAY. 


Fs diſtant ſpires, ye antique towers, 
That crown the wat'ry glade 

Where grateful Science ſtill adores 
Her Henry's holy ſhade ; 

And ye, that from the ſtately brow 

Of Windfor's heights th' expanſe below 
Of grove, of lawn, of mead ſurvey, 


Whoſz turf, whoſe ſhade, whoſe flowers among 


Wanders the hoary Thames along 
His filver-winding way! 


Ah happy hills! ah pleaſing ſhade ! 
Alt fields belov'd in vain ! 
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Where once my careleſs child hood ſtray'd, 
A A ftranger yet to pain | 

I feel the gales that from you blow 
A momentary bliſs beftow, 

As, waving freſh their gladſome wing, 
My weary ſoul they ſeem to ſooth, 
And, redolent of joy and youth, 

To breathe a ſecond ſpring. 


Say, father Thames, (for thou haſt ſeen 
Full many a ſprightly race, 
Diſporting on thy margent green, 
The paths of pleaſure trace) 
Who foremoſt now delight to cleave 
With pliant arm thy glaſſy wave ? 
The captive linnet which inthrallꝰ 
What idle progeny ſucceed 
To chaſe the rolling circle's ſpeed, 
Or urge the flying ball ? 


While ſome on earneſt buſineſs bent 
Their murm'ring labours ply 

'Gainſt graver hours, that bring conſtraint 
To ſweeten liberty; 

Some bold adventurers diſdain 

The limits of their little reign, 
And unknown regions dare deſcry : 

Still as they run they look behind, 
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They hear a voice in every wind, 
And ſnatch a fearful joy. 


Gay hope is theirs, by fancy fed, 
Leſs pleaſing when poſſeſt; 

The tear forgot as ſoon as ſhed, 
The ſunſhine of the breaſt : 

Theirs buxom health of roſy hue, 

Wild wit, invention ever new, 
And lively cheer of vigour born ; 

The thoughtleſs day, the cafy night, 

The ſpirits pure, the ſlumbers light, 
That fly th' approach of morn. 


Alas! regardleſs of their doom, 
The little victims play ! 

No ſenſe have they of ills to come, 
No care beyond to-day : 

Yet ſee how all around them wait, 

The miniſters of human fate, 


And black misfortune's baleful train ! 
Ah, ſhew them where in ambuſh ſtand 
To ſeize their prey the murd'rous band ! 


Ah, tell them, they are men 


Theſe ſhall the fury paſſions tear, 
The vultures of the mind, 
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Diſdainful anger, pallid fear, 
And ſhame, that ſculks behind ; 

Or pining love ſha!l waſte their youth, 

Or jealouſy, with rankling tooth, | 
That inly gnaws the ſecret heart, 

And envy wan, and faded care, 

Grim-viſag'd, comfortleſs deſpair, 
And ſorrow's piercing dart. 


Ambition this ſhall tempt to riſe, 

Then whirl the wretch from high, 

To bitter ſcorn a ſacriſice, 

And grinning infamy. 

The ſtings of falſehood thoſe ſhall try, 
And hard unkindneſs' alter'd eye, 

That mocks the tear it forc'd to flow, 
And keen remorſe, with blood defil'd, 
And moody madneſs laughing wild 

Amid ſevereſt woe, 


Lo, in the vale of years beneath 
A griſly troop are ſeen, 
The painful family of death, 
More hideous than their queen : 
This racks the joints, this fires the veins ; 
That ev'ry labouring ſinew ſtrains ; 
Thoſe in the deeper vitals rage: 
Lo, poverty, to fill the band, 
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That numbs the ſoul with icy hand, 
And ſlow-conſuming age. 


To each his ſuff rings: all are men, 
Condemn'd alike to groan, 
The tender for another's pain, 
Th' unfeeling for his own. 
Yet, ah! why ſhould they know their fate? 
Since ſorrow never comes too late, 
And happineſs too ſwiftly flies: 
Thought would deſtroy their paradiſe, 
No more : where ignorance is bliſs, 
'Tis folly to be wiſe. 
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T H E 


COUNTRY CLERGYMAN, 


BY DR. GOLDSMITH. 


Nas yonder copſe, where once the garden ſmil'd, ; 


And ſtill where many a garden flower grows wild; 
There, where a few torn ſhrubs the place diſcloſe, 


The village preacher's modeſt manſion roſe. 
A man he was, to all the country dear, 

And paſling rich with forty pounds a- year; 
Remote from towns he ran his godly race, 


Nor &er had chang d, nor wiſh'd to change his place; 


——— — - 
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M ore ſxill'd to raiſe the wretched, than to riſe, 
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UnpraQtis'd he to fawn, or ſeek for power, 
By doctrines faſhion'd to the varying hour; 
Far other aims his heart had learn'd to prize, 


His houſe was known to all the vagrant train, 
He chid their wand'rings, but reliey'd their pain. 


The long-remember'd beggar was his gueſt, 


Whoſe beard deſcending ſwept his aged breaſt ; - 
The ruin'd ſpendthrift, now no longer proud, 


Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allow'd ; 


The broken ſoldier; kindly bade to ſtay, 
Sat by liis fire and talk'd the night away; 
Wept o'er his wounds, or tales of ſorrow done, 
Shoulder'd his crutch, and ſhew'd how fields were won. 
Pleas'd with his gueſts, the good man learn'd to glow, 
And quite forgot their vices in their woe ; 
Careleſs their merits, or their faults to ſcan, 
His pity gave ere charity began, 

Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 
And ey'n his failings lean'd to virtue's ſide ; 
But in his duty prompt at every call, 
He watch'd and wept, he pray'd and felt, for all. 
And as a bird each fond endearment tries, | 


To tempt its new-fledg'd offspring to the ſkies, 


He try'd each art, reprov'd each dull delay, 
Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way. 
Beſide the bed where parting life was laid, 
And ſorrow, guilt, and pain by turns diſmay'd/ 
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The reverend champion ſtood. At his controul, 
Deſpair and anguiſh fled the ſtruggling ſoul, 

Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raiſe, 

And his laſt faltering accents whiſper'd praiſe, 
At church, with meek and unaffected grace, 
His looks adorn'd the venerable place 

Truth from his lips prevall'd with double ſway, 

And fools who came to ſcoff, remain'd to pray. 

The ſervice paſt, around the pious man, 

With ready zeal, each honeſt ruſtic ran; 

Eu'n children follow'd with endearing wile, 

And pluck'd his gown, to ſhare the good man's ſmile. 
His ready ſmile a parent's warmth expreſt, 

Their welfare pleas'd him, and their cares diſtreſt; 
To them his heart, his love, his grieſs were given; 
But all his ſerious thoughts had reſt in heaven, 

As ſome tall chiff that lifts its awful form, 

Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the ſtorm, 

Though round its breaſt the rolling clouds are ſpread, 
Eternal ſunſhine ſettles on its head. 


— —— — 


O &Þ--'- Wo 
TO THE NEW YEAR, 1769. 
BY CUNNINGH AM. 


A QUAR1US rules the frozen ſkies, 


Deep frowning clouds on clouds ariſe, 
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Fraught with the thunder's roar ; 
With fury heaves the raging main, 
When foaming billows laſh in vain 

The hoarſe reſounding ſhore, 


No flowery vale now charms the eye, 
No tuneful warblers of the ſky 
Now cheer the lingering hours; 
No genial ray the groves illume, 
No Zephyrs waft their mild perfume 
From ſighs o'er vernal flowers. | 


Though blooming ſcenes are now no more, 
That, aid the raptur'd ſoul to ſoar, 
Poetic thoughts refine ; 

Yet ſtill the moralizing page, 

To warn an unattentive age, 
Theſe hoary ſcenes combine. 


With this I hail the opening year, 
Addreſs the God, whoſe works appeat 
Through each harmonious round ; 
Who rules, ſerenely rules the ſtorm, 
Who gave the lurid lightnings form, 

Whoſe thunders rock the ground. 


O thou! alike where perfect day 
In bright refulgent glories play 


' 
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Around thy awful throne! 
When ſeraphs glow with ſacred fires, 
When angels tune celeſtial lyres, 

To hymn thy praiſe alone | 


Still may thy providential care 
With bleſſings crown the riſing year 
Impending ills reſtrain ! 
Thy wifdom guide my youthful muſe ! 
Thy ſacred eloquence diffuſe, 
And conſecrate my ſtrain ! 


While thus revolving ſeaſons roll, 
Obſequious to thy wiſe controul, 
Obedient to thy plan; 


With ſilent eloquence they preach, 


The moſt important leſſons teach; 
To cold unthinking man. 


Behold thyſelf reflected here 

The Spring proclaims thine infant year; 
Gay life, the Summer's bloom ; 

Mild Autumn ſpeaks maturer age, - 

Confirms thee fool, or hails thee ſage z 
While Winter ſhews the tomb. 


Or view the image of thy ſoul, 
As now the mountain ſurges roll 
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In wild tumultuous roar ; 
Fit emblem of the wrathful mind, 
To anger's tyrant ſway conſign'd, 
Where reaſon rules ho more. 


Dlike its placid form, ſerene, 

When Zephyr breathing o'er the ſcene 
Sheds balmy peace around ; 

Bleſs'd emblem of the conquering ſoul, 

Whoſe every paſſion knows controul, 

While conſcious joys abound ! 


That this may prove my bounteous ſhare, 
Aſcends my ever conſtant prayer, 

To Thee, all perfect Mind; 

O aid me in the arduous ſtrife, 

Through each perplexing maze of life, 
To all thy ways refign'd ! 
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Mx. ANS T E * 
To U 


DAVID GAR RICE, Es. 


ON MEETING HIM AT A FRIEND'S HOUSE. 


1 ev'ry part of grief or mirth, 
To which the mimic ſtage gives birth, 

I ne'er as yet with truth could tell 
Where moſt your various pow'rs excel. 
Sometimes, amidſt the laughing ſcene, 
Blith Comedy with jocund mien, 

Buy you in livelier colours dreſt, 

With tranſport claſp'd you to her breaſt : 
As oft the buſkin'd Muſe appear'd, 

With awful brow her ſceptre rear'd ; 
Recounted all your laurels won, * 

And claim'd you for her darling fon. 
Thus each contending goddeſs ſtrove, 
And each the faireſt garland wove. 


But which fair nymph could juſtly boaſt 
Her beauties had engag'd you moſt, 
I doubted much; *till, t'other day, 
Kind fortune threw me in your way; 
Where, *midſt the friendly joys that wait 
Philander's * hoſpitable gate, 


* Rigby. 
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Freedom and genuine mirth I found, 
Sporting the jovial board around. 

_*Twas there, with keen, thoꝰ poliſh'd, jeſt 
You fat, a pleas'd and pleaſing gueſt ; 

With ſocial eaſe a part ſuſtain'd | 
More humorous far than ter you feign'd. 

« Take him,” I cry'd, “ bright comic Maid, 
« In all your native charms array'd ; 

« No longer ſhall my doubts appear.” 
When Clio whiſper'd in my ear, 

« Go, bid it be no more difputed, 

« For what his talents beſt are ſuited : 

« In mimic characters alohe 

« Let others ſhine—but Gatrick in his own.” 


To THE MEMORY or ry, 
DAVID GARRICK, Ev 
JaxvaRyY 20, 1779. 


; 50 great reviver of the Attic fire ! 
Thou nobleſt patron of the tuneful lyre ! 
Thine was the power, and thine the gentle art, 
To ſwell the paſſions, and ſubdue the heart ! 
For thee, the faireſt breaſt has heav'd a ſigh, 
Aud the tear ſtarted from the brighteſt cye ! 


ä 
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Learning and wit alike have bow'd the knee, 


And hermits left their cells to gaze on thee! 
On thee ſhall charm'd remembrance love to reſt ; 


Come every muſe ! and ſtrive to praiſe him beſt ! 


For, ah ! my lute the tribute cannot pay, 


And the big tear has blotted out the lay 

Ye ſkilful nine, who ſhall the chaplet weave ? 
Hail his bright day !—fior mourn his tranquil eve 
Your Garrick hail !-—he breathes, he lives again, 
Lives in the thought, and breathes in every ſtrain ! 
Triumphant fame enrols his acts on high, 

And tells the mourner—Garrick cannot die! 


8 THE 
FRIAR OF ORDERS GRAY. 
FIRST PUBLISHED BY MR. PERCY. 


3 | was a Friar of orders gray 


Walk'd forth to tell his beads ; 
And he met with a lady fair 
Clad in a pilgrim's weeds. 


Now Chriſt thee ſave, thou reverend Friar, 
I pray thee tell to me, 

If ever at yon holy ſhrine 
My true- love thou didſt ſee. 
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And how ſhould I know your true-love 
From many another one ? 

O by his cockle hat and ſtaff, 
And by his ſandal ſhoon. 


Bur chiefly by his face and mien, 
That were ſo fair to view; 

IIis flaxen locks that ſweetly curl'd, 
And eyne of lovely blue. 


O Lady, he is dead and gone! 
Lady, he's dead and gone ! 

And at his head a green-graſs turf, 
And at his heels a ſtone. 


Within theſe holy cloyſters long 
He languiſh'd and he died, 

Lamenting of a lady's love, 

And *playning of her pride. 


Here bore him barefac'd on his bier 
Six proper youths and tall, 

And many a tear bedew'd his grave 
Within yon kirk-yard wall. 


& 


And art thou dead, thou gentle youth ! 
And art thou dead and gone ! 

And didſt thou die"for love of me? 

Break, cruel heart of tone ! 
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O weep not, Lady, weep not ſo ; 
Some ghoſtly comfort ſeek : 

Let not vain ſorrows rive thy heart, 
Nor tears bedew thy cheek. 


O do not, do not, holy Friar, 
My ſorrow now reprove 

For 1 have loſt the ſweeteſt youth 
That e'er won lady's love. 


And now, alas ! for thy ſad loſs, 
I'll e'ermore weep and ſigh: 

For thee I only wiſh'd to live, 
For thee I wiſh to die, 


Weep no more, Lady, weep no more, 
Thy ſorrow is in vain : 

For violets pluck'd, the ſweeteſt ſhowers 
Will ne'er make grow again. 


Our joys as winged dreams do fly, 
Why then ſhould ſorrow laſt ? 

Since grief but aggravates thy loſs, 
Grieye not for what is paſt, 


O ſay not ſo, thou holy Friar, 
I pray thee ſay not ſo : | 
For ſince my true-love dy'd for me, 


'Tis meet my tears ſhould flow, 
. 
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And will he never come again 
Will he ne'er come again ? 
Ah! no, he is dead, and laid in his graye | 
For ever to remain. | 


His cheek was redder than the roſe ; | 
The comelieſt youth was he !— 
But he is dead, and laid in his grave: 

Alas, and woe is me 


Sigh no more, Lady, ſigh no more, 
Men were deceivers ever ; 

One foot on ſea and one on land, 
To one thing conſtant never. 


Hadſt thou been fond, he had been falſe; 
And left thee ſad and heavy ; 

For young men ever were fickle found, 

Since ſummer trees were leafy. 


Now ſay not ſo, thou holy Friar, 

I pray thee ſay not ſo: 
My love he has the trueſt heart: 

O he was ever true ! Fla? | | 


And art thou dead, thou much-loy'd youth ? | 
And didſt thou die for me? 

Then farewel home! for eyermore | 
A pilgrim I will be, lj! 
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But firſt upon my true-love's grave 
My weary limbs I'll lay, 

And thrice 1'll kiſs the green- graſs turf 
That wraps his breathleſs clay. 


Yet ſtay, fair Lady, reſt a-while 
Beneath this cloyſter wall: 

See, through the hawthorn blows the cold wind, 
And drizzly rain doth fall. 


O ſtay me not, thou holy Friar | 
O ſtay me not, I pray ! 

No drizzly rain that falls on me 
Can waſh my fault away. 


Yet ſtay, fair Lady, turn again, 
And dry thoſe pearly tears; 
For ſee, beneath this gown of gray 
Thy own true-love appears. 


Here forc'd by grief, and hopeleſs love, 
Theſe holy weeds I ſought ; 

And here amid theſe lonely walls 
To end my days I thought. 


But haply, for my year of grace 
Is not yet paſt away, 
Might I till hope to win thy love, 
No longer would 4 ſtay. 
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Now farewel grief, and welcome joy 
Once more unto my heart : 

For ſince I have found thee, lovely youth, 
We never more will part. 


E. 
BYWILLIAMMELMOTH, ESN. 


. Saturn's ſons were yet diſgrac'd, | 
And heathen gods were all the taſte, 

Full oft (we read) 'twas Jove's high will 

To take an air on Ida's hill. 

It chanc'd, as once with ſerious ken 
He view'd from thence the ways of men, 
He ſaw (and pity touch'd his hreaſt) 

The world by three foul fiends poſlett : 
Pale Diſcord there, and Folly vain, 

With haggard Vice, upheld their reign. 
Then forth he ſent his ſummons high, 
And call'd a ſenate of the ſky. 

Round as the winged orders preſt, | | 
Jove thus his ſacred mind expreſt : 
« Say, which of all this ſhining train 

« Will Virtue's conflict hard ſuſtain ? 

« For ſee! ſhe drooping takes her flight, 

“% While not a god ſupports her right.“ 


— 
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He paus'd--when from amidſt the ſky, 
Vit, Innocence, and Harmony, 

Wich one united zeal aroſe, 

The triple tyrants to oppoſe. 

That inſtant from the realms of day, 

With generous ſpeed, they took their way; 
To Britain's iſle direct their car 

And enter'd with the evening ſtar- 

Beſide the road a manſion ſtood, 

Defended by a circling wood: 

Hither, diſguis'd, their ſteps they bend, 

In hopes, perchance, to find a friend : 

Nor vain their hope; for records ſay, 
Worth ne'er from thence was turn'd away. 
They urge the traveller's common chance, 
And every piteous plea advance : 

The artful tale that Wit had feign'd, 
Admittance eaſy ſoom obtain'd. 

The dame who own'd, adorn'd the place; 
Three blooming daughters added grace. 
The firſt, with gentleſt manners bleft 
And temper ſweet, each heart poſſeſt; 
Who view'd her, catch'd the tender flame: 
And ſoft Amaſia was her name. . 
In ſprightly ſenſe and poliſh'd air, 

What maid with Mira might compare ? 
While Lucia's eyes and Lucia's lyre 
Did unreſiſted love inſpire. 


134 SELECT POEMS. 


Imagine now the table clear, 
And mirth in every face appear: 
The ſong, the tale, the jeſt went round, 
The riddle dark, the trick profound. 
Thus each admiring and admir'd, 
The hoſts and gueſts at length retir'd ; 
When Wit thus ſpake her fiſter train: 
« Faith, friends, our errand is but yain— 
“ Quick let us meaſure hack the ſky; 
« Theſe nymphs alone may well ſupply 
& Wit, Innocence, and Harmony.“ 


— 


1 — 


AN INVITATION TO 
THE FEATHERED RACE. 


BY THE REV, MR. GRAVES. 


A GAIN the balmy Zephyr blows, 
Freſh verdure decks the grove, 
Each bird with vernal rapture glows, 

And tunes his notes to love. 


Ye gentle warblers, bither fly, 
And ſhun the noontide heat; 
My ſhrubs a cooling ſhade ſupply 
My groves a ſaſe retreat. 
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Here freely hop from ſpray to ſpray, 
Or weave the moſſy neſt ; 

Here rove aud ſing the live-long day z 
At night here ſweetly reſt. 


Amidſt this cool tranſlucent rill, 
That trickles down the glade, 


Here bathe your plumes, here drink your filly 
And revel in the ſhade. 


No ſchool-boy rude, to miſchief prone, 
E'er ſhows his ruddy face, 

Or twangs his bow, or hurls a ſtone 
In this ſequeſter'd place. 


Hitler the vocal Thruſh repairs, 
Secure the Linnet ſings, 

The Goldfinch dreads no ſlimy ſnares 
To clog her painted wings. 


Sad Philomel ! ah, quit thy haunt, 
Von diſtant woods aniong, 

And round my friendly grotto chant 
Thy ſweetly-plaintive ſong. 


Let not the harmleſs Redbreaſt feary 
Domeſtic bird, to come 

And ſeek a ſure aſylum here, 
With one that loves bis home. 
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My trees for you, ye artleſs tribe, 
Shall ſtore of fruit preſerve; 

Oh, let me thus your friendſhip bribe ! 
Come, feed without reſerve. 


For you theſe cherries I protect, 
To you theſe plums belong : 

Sweet is the fruit that you have peck'd, 
But ſweeter far your ſong. 


Let then this league betwixt us made 
Our mutual intereſts guard: 

Mine be the gift of fruit and ſhade ; 
Your ſongs be my reward. 


— — 


„e,, 
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5. will no white-rob'd ſon of light, 
Swift-darting from his heav'nly height, 

Here deign to take his hallow'd ſtand ; 
Here wave his amber locks ; unfold 
His pinions cloth'd with downy gold ; 

Here ſmiling ſtretch his tutelary wand? 
And you, ye hoſts of ſaints! for ye have known 

Each dreary path in life's perplexing maze, 
Though now ye circle yon eternal throne 

With harpings high of inexpreſſive praiſe, 


— 
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Will not your train deſcend in radiant ſtate, 
To break with mercy's beam this gathering cloud of 
[fate ? 
*Tis filence all. No ſon of light 
Darts ſwiftly from his heav'nly height: 
No train of radiant ſaints deſcend. 
« Mortals, in vain ye hope to find, 
« If guilt, if fraud has ſtain'd your mind, 
« Or faint to hear, or angel to defend.” 
So Truth proclaims, I hear the ſacred ſound 
Burſt from the centre of her burning throne : 
Where aye ſhe fits with ſtar-wreath'd luſtre crown'd ; 
A bright ſun claſps her adamantine zone. 
So Truth proclaims : her awful voice I hear ; 
With many a ſolemn pauſe it flowly meets my ear. 


Attend, ye ſons of men! attend, and ſay, 
Does not enough of my refulgent ray 
Break through the veil of your mortality ? 
Say, does not reaſon in this form deſcry 
Unnumber'd, nameleſs glories, that ſurpaſs 
The angel's floating pomp, the ſeraph's glowing grace? 
Shall then your earth-born daughters vie 
With me! ſhall ſhe, whoſe brighteſt eye 
But emulates the diamond's blaze, ey 
Whoſe cheek but mocks the peach's bloom, 
Whoſe breath the hyacinth's perfume, 
Wuoſe melting voice the warbling woodlark's lays, 
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Shall ſhe be deem'd my rival? ſhall a form 
Of elemental droſs, of mould'ring clay, 


Vie with theſe charms imperial ? The poor worm 


Shall prove-her conteſt vain, Life's little day 
Shall paſs, and ſhe is gone : while I appear 


Fluſh'd with the bloom of youth through heav'n's eter- 
| {nal year! 


Know, mortals ! 3 ere firſt ye ſprung, 
Ere firſt theſe orbs in ether hung, | 
I ſhone amid the heavenly throng ; 
Theſe eyes beheld creation's day, 
'This voice began the choral lay, 
And taught Archangels their triumphant ſong. 
Pleas'd I ſurvey'd bright nature's gradual birth, 
Saw infant light with kindling luſtre ſpread, 
Soft vernal fragance clothe the flow'ring 9 
And ocean heave on its extended bed; 
Saw the tall pine aſpiring pierce the ſky ; 
The tawny lion ſtalk ; the rapid eagle fly, 


Laſt, Man aroſe, erect in youthful grace, 

Heav'n's hallow'd image ſtamp'd upon his face, 
And, as he 'roſe, the high beheſt was giv'n, 
% That I alone, of all the hoſt of heav'n, 

Should reign protectreſs of the godlike youth.” 


Thus the Almighty ſpake ; he ſpake, and call'd me Truth. 
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THE PARTING OF 
HECTOR AND ANDROMACHE. 
FROM POPE HOMER: ILTAD. 


H. ſaid, and paſt with ſad preſaging heart 
To ſeek his ſpouſe, his ſoul's far dearer part; 
At home he ſought her, but he ſought in vain ; 
She, with one maid of all her menial train, 

Had thence retir'd ; and with her ſecond joy, 
The young Aſtyanax, the hope of Troy, 
Peaſive ſhe ſtood on lion's tow'ry height, 
Beheld the war, and ſicken'd at the fight z - 
There her ſad eyes in vain her lord explore, 

Or weep the wounds her bleeding country bore, 
But he who found not whom his ſoul defir'd, 
Whoſe virtue charm'd him as her beauty fir'd, 
Stood in the gates, and aſk'd what way ſhe bent 
Her parting ſtep ? If to the fane ſhe went, 

- Where late the mourning matrons made refort ; 
Or ſought her ſiſters in the Trojan court? 

Not to the court (reply'+th' attendant train), 
Nor, mix'd with matrons, to Minerva's Fane 2 
To lion's ſteepy tow'r ſhe bent her way, 

To mark the fortunes of the doubtful day. 
Froy fled, ſhe heard, before the Grecian ſword 
She heard, and trembled for her abſent lord; 


140 SELECT POEMS. 


Diſtrated w:th ſurpriſe, ſhe ſeem'd to fly, 
Fear on her cheek, and ſorrow in her eye. 
The nurſe attended with her infant boy, 
The young Aſtyanax, the hope of Troy. 
Hector, tht heard, return'd without delay; 
Swift through the town he trod his former way, 
Through ſtreets of palaces, and walks of ſtate ; 
And met the mourner at the Scæan gate. | 
With haſte to meet him ſprung the joyful fair, 
His blameleſs wife, Aetion's wealthy heir 
. (Cilician Thebè great Aetion ſway'd, 
And Hippoplacus' wide extended ſhade) : 
The nurſe ſtood near, in whoſe embraces prtſt, 
His only hope hung ſmiling at her breaſt, 
Whom each ſoft charm and early grace adorn, 
Fair as the new- born ſtar that gilds the mf. | 
To this lov'd infant Hector gave the name | 
Scamandrius, from Scamander's honour'd ſtream ; | 
Aſtyanax the Trojans call'd the boy, | | 
From his great father, the defence of Troy. 
Silent the warriour ſmil'd, and, pleas'd, reſign'd 
To tender paſſions all his mighty mind. 
His beauteous princeſs caſt a mournful look, 
Hung on his hand, and then dejected ſpoke ; 
Her boſom labour'd with a boding ſigh, 
And the big tear ſtood trembling in her eye. 
IJ 0oo daring prince! ah, whither doſt thou run? 
Ah, too forgetful of thy wife and ſon ! 
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And think'ſt thou not how wretched we ſhall be, 
A widow I, an helpleſs orphan he ! 
For ſure ſuch courage length of life denies, 
And thou muſt fall, thy virtue's ſacrifice. 
Greece in her ſingle heroes ſtrove in vain : 
Now hoſts oppoſe thee, and thou muſt be lain ! 
Oh, grant me, God! ere Hector meets his doom, 
All I can afk of Heav'n, an early tomb! 

So ſhall my days in one ſad tenour run, 
And end with ſorrows, as they firſt begun. 
No parent now remains my griefs to ſhare, 
No father's aid, no mother's tender care. 
The fierce Achilles wrapt our walls in fire, 
Laid Thebꝭ waſte, and flew my warlike fire! 
His fate compaſſion in the victor hred ; 
Stern as he was, he yet rever'd the dead, 
His radiant arms preſerv'd from hoſtile ſpoil, 
And laid him decent on the fun'ral pile ; 
Then rais'd a mountain where his bones were burn'd $ 
The mountain nymphs the rural tomb adorn'd, 
Jove's falvan daughters bade their elms beſtow 
A barren ſhade, and in his honour grow. 

By the ſame arm my ſev'n brave brothers fell; 
In one ſad day beheld the gates of hell:. 
While the fat herds and ſnowy flocks they fed, 
Amid their fields the hapleſs heroes bled ! 

My mother liv'd to bear the victor's bands, 
The queen of Hippoplacia's ſilvan lands: 


—— — 
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Redeem'd too late, ſhe ſcarce beheld again 

Her pleaſing empire and her native plain, 

When, al ! oppreſt by life-conſuming woe, 

She fell a victim to Diana's bow. 

Yet while my Hector ſtill ſurvives; I, 

My father, mother, brethren, all, in thee j 

Alas! my parents, brothers, kindred, all 

Once mere will periſh, if my Hector fall. 

Thy wife, thy infant, in thy danger ſhare : 

Oh prove a huſband's and a father's care ! 

That quarter moſt the ſkilful Greeks annoy, 
Where yon' wild fig- trees join the wall of Troy: 
Thou, from this tow'r defend th' important poſt ; 
There Agamemnon points his dreadful hoſt, 

That paſs Tydides, Ajax, ftrive to gain, 

And there the vengeful Spartan fires his train. 
Thrice our bold foes the fierce attack have giv'n i 
Or led by hopes, or dictated from Heav'n, | 
Let others in the field their arms employ, ' 

But ſtay my Hector here, and guard his Troy 
The chief reply'd : That poſt ſhall be my care, 
Nor that alone, but all the works of war. 

How would the ſons of Troy, ia arms renown'd, 
And Troy's proud dames, whoſe garments ſweep the 
Attaint the luſtre of my former name, ground, 
Should Hector baſely quit the field of fame? | 
My early youth was bred to martial pains, 
My ſoul impels me to the embattled plains 1 
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Let me be foremoſt to defend the throne, 

And guard my father's glorigs and my own. 
Yet come it will, the day decreed by fates ; 

(How my heart trembles while my tongue relates !) 

The day when thou, imperial Froy ! muſt bend, 

And ſee the warriour fall, thy glories end. 

And yet no dire preſage ſo wounds my mind, 

My mother's death, the ruin of my kind; 

Not Priam's hoary hairs defil'd with gore, 

Not all my brothers gaſping on the ſhore ; 

As thine, Andromache ! thy griefs I dread ; 

I ſee thee trembling, weeping, captive led ! 

In Argive looms our battles to deſign, 

And woes, of which ſo large a part was thine ! 

To bear the victor's hard commands, or bring 

The weight of waters from Hyperia's ſpring. 

There, while you groan beneath the load of life, 

They cry, Behold the mighty HeRtor's wife | 

Some haughty Greek, who lives thy tears to ſeez 

Embitters all thy woes, by naming me. 

The thoughts of glory paſt, and preſent ſhame, 

A thouſand griefs ſhall waken at the name 

May I lie cold before that dreadful day, 

Preſs'd with a load of monumental clay! 

Thy Hector, wrapt in everlaſting ſleep, 

Shall neither hear thee ſigh, nor ſee thee weep ! 
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IS H. 


BY MERRICK. 


H., ſhort is life's uncertain ſpace ! 
Alas! how quickly done 
How ſwift the wild precarious chaſe | 
And yet how difficult the race, 
How very hard to run 


Youth ops at firſt its wilful ears 
To wiſdom's prudent voice ; 
Till now arriv'd to riper years, | 
Experienc'd age, worn out with cares, i 
| Repents its earlier choice. ö 


What though its proſpects now appear 
So pleaſing and refin'd ; 


Yet groundleſs hope, and anxious fear, 
By turns the buſy moments ſhare, 
And prey upon the mind. 


o 
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Since then falſe joys our fancy cheat 
With hopes of real bliſs ; 
Ye guardian pow'rs that rule my fate, 
The only wiſh that I create 
Is all compriz'd in this: 
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My 1, through life's uncertain tide, 
Be {till from pain exempt ; 

May all my wants be till ſupply'd, 

My ſtate too low t' admit of pride, 
And yet above contempt ! 


But ſhould your providence divine 
A greater bliſs intend ; 

May all thoſe bleſſings you deſign 

(If &er thoſe bleſſings ſhall be mine) 
Be center'd in a Friend ! 
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WRITTEN IN THE WALKS AT BRECKNOCK 


TO DR. SQUIRE, LD. BISHOP OF sr. DAVID'S, 
BY DR. DODD, 


R up romantic ſhades and woods, 
Hanging walks and falling floods ! 
Now tuat guſh with foaming pride 
Down the rough rock's ſteepy ſide ; 
Now that o'er the pebbles play, 
Winding round your ſilver way: 
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Mountains, that in duſky cloud 
High your ſacred ſummits ſhroud ; 
Whoſe variegated ſides adorn 
Fields and flock, and groves, and corn, 
And whited cots, beſide the ſteep, 
| Where health and labour ſweetly ſleep ; 
Hail pleaſing ſcenes ! Amyntas cry'd, 
As by old Hundy's * gurgling ſide, 
In careleſs ſort his limbs he laid, 
The hoar hill hanging o'er his head. 
His harp of ancient Britiſh ſound lay by ! 
He ſeiz'd it rapturous : o'er the ſtrings 
His fingers lightly fly, 
While thus his voice reſponſive ſings. 
IL 1:7 


From that celeſtial orb, where, thron'd in light, 
Thou dwell'ſt, of powers angelic firſt and beſt j 
Oh lovely Gratitude ! divinely bright, 
Deſcend, in all thy glowing beauties dreſt. 
Goddeſs, come, and oh ! impart 
All thy ardours to my heart ; 
Tune my harp, and touch my tongue, 
Give me melody and ſong: 
Softeſt notes and numbers bring, 
*'Tis Patemon that I fing : 
Gratitude exalts my lays, 
*Tis my beneſactor's praiſe. - 


A river which runs by Brecknock; 
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But where can our numbers, or notes, 
Sutficiently pleaſing be found, 
To expreſs the due ſenſe of his worth, 


Who my life with ſuch comforts hath crown'd ? 


He mark'd the ſmall flock which I fed, 

And my diligence gare him delight; 
Young ſhepherd, I'll help you, he faid, 

And he plac'd me ſtill nearer his fight. 
i hen he gave me ſome ſheep of my own, 

Oh could 1 the charge but improve 
Twould ſhew how I honour'd his gift, 

And would I could merit his love 
But ſooner this brook at my feet 

Shall ceaſe in ſoft murmurs to flow; 
Iheſe mountains ſhall ſooner ſink down 

To a plain with the vallies helow ; 
Than mute to his praiſes, my tongue 

Shall ceaſe his lov'd name to reſound, 
Or my heart to his favours fo priz'd 

Be ever inſenſible found. | 
Oh may the great Shepherd of all 

His life with rich bleſſings increaſe ! 
And ſweetly encompaſs him round 

With plenty, with, health, and with peace 
On all that partake of his board 

Be happineſs largely beſtow'd; 
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His wife be ſtill loving and kind; 

His children (till lovely and good! 

And—paſs'd his benevolent days 

Midſt elegant labours of love, 

Oh late, ye good angels, his ſoul 

To the ſeats of the bleſſed remove ! 

Thus Amyntas ſung pleas'd to his harpy 

With Brecon's white walls in his view-: & 
Many poets much ſweeter you'll find ; 

No poet more honeſt and true, 


Biſhop Squire made him Prebend of Brecon, May 1764. 
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WRITTEN IN A 3 
COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD, 
BF GRAY. 


* ; 
1 ut curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
The lowing herd wind ſlowly o'er the lea, 
The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darkneſs and to me. 
Now fades the glimmering landſcape on the ſight, 
And all the air a ſolemn ſtillneſs holds, 


Save where the hectle wheels his Jrony flight, 
Ard drowſy tiaklings hull the diſtant folds ; 
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Save that, from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r, 

The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of ſuch as wand'ring near her ſecret bow'r, 
Moleſt her ancient ſolitary reign. 


Beneath thoſe rugged elms, that yew-tree's ſhade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap, 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet ſleep. 


The breezy call of incenſe-breathing morn, 

The ſwallow twitt'ring from the ſtraw-built ſhed, 
The cock's ſhrill clarion, or the echoing hora, 

No more ſhall rouſe them from their lowly bed. 


For them no more the blazing hearth ſhall burn, 
Or buſy houſewife ply her evening care; 

No children run to liſp,their fare's return, 
Or climb his knees the envied kiſs to ſhare. 


Oft did the harveſt to their ſickle yield, 

Their furrow oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke ; 
How jocund did they drive their team a-field ! 

How bow'd the woods beneath their ſturdy ſtroke ! 


Let not Ambition mock their uſeful toil, 
Their homely joys, and deſtiny obſcure ; 

Nor Grandeur hear with a diſdainful ſmile 
The ſhort and ſimple angals of the poor, 
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The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 
Await alike th' inevitable hour. 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave, 


Nor you, ye proud, impute to theſe the fault, 
If mem'ry ver their tomb no trophies raiſe, 


Where through the longedrawn aiſle and fretted vault, 


The pealing anthem ſwells the note of praiſe. 


Can ſtoried urn or animated buſt 
Back to its manſon call the fleeting breath 
Can Honour's voice provoke the ſilent duſt, 
Or Flatt'ry ſooth the dull cold ear of Death? 


Perhaps in this neglected ſpot is laid \ 
Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire ; 
Hands that the rod of empire might have ſway'd, 
Or wak'd to ecſtacy the living lyre. 


But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page 
Rich with the ſpoils of time did ne'er unrol ; 
Chill Penury repreſs'd their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of the ſoul. 


Full many a gem of pureſt ray ſerene, 
The dark unfathom'd cayes of ocean bear: 

Full many a flower is born to bluſh unſeen, 

And waſte its ſweetneſs in the deſert air. 
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some village-Hampden, that with dauntleſs breaſt 
The little tyrant of the fields withſtood; 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may reſt, 
Some Cromwell, guiltleſs of his country's blood. 


Th' applauſe of liſt' ning ſenates to command, 
The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe, 
To ſcatter plenty o'er a ſmiling land, 
And read their hiſt'ry in a nation's eyes, 


Their lot forbade ; nor circumſcrib'd alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd ; 
Forbade to wade through ſlaughter to a throne, 
And ſhut the gates of mercy on mankind ; 


The ſtruggling pangs of conſcious truth to hide, 
To quench the bluſhes of ingenious ſhame, 
Or heap the ſhrine of luxury and pride 
With incenſe Kindled at the muſe's flame. 


Far from the madding crowd's ignoble ſtrife, 
Their ſober wiſhes never learn'd to ftray ; 
Along the cool ſequeſter'd vale of life 
They Kept the noiſeleſs tenour of their way. 


Vet ev'n theſe bones from inſult to protect 

Some frail memorial ſtill erected nig, 
With uncouth rhymes and ſhapeleſs ſculpture deck'd, 
Implores the paſſing tribute of a ſigh, 
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Their name, their years, ſpelt by the unletter'd Muſe, 


The place of Fame and Elegy ſupply : 
And many a holy text around ſhe ſtrews, 
That teach the ruttic moralitt to die. 


For who, to dumb forgetſulneſs a prey, 
This pleaſing anxious being cer reſign'd, 
Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day, 
Nor caſt one longing ling'ring look behind ? 


On ſome fond hreaſt the parting ſoul relies, 
Some pious drops the cloſing eye requires; 

Ev'n from the tomb the voice of nature cries, 
Ev'n in our afhes hve their woated fires. 


For thee who, mindful of th' unhonour'd dead, 
* Doſt in theſe lines their artleſs tale relate, 
If chance, by lonely contemplation led, | 
Some kindred ſpirit ſhall inquire thy fate, 


Haply ſome hoary-headed ſwain may ſay, 

« Oft have we ſeen him at the peep of dawn 
« Bruſhing with haſty ſteps the dews away, 

& To meet the ſun upon the upland lawn, 


& There, at the foot of yonder nodding beech 

« That wreathes its old fantaſtic roots ſo high, 
« His liftleſs length at noontide would he ſtretch, 
« And pore upon the brook that bubbles by. 
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« Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling as in ſcorn, 

« Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would rove, 
« Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 

« Or craz'd with care, or crofs'd in hopeleſs love. 


« One morn I miſs'd him on th' accuſtom'd hill, 
« Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree; 
« Another came; nor yet beſide the rill, 
« Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he : 


« The next, with dirges due, in fad array, 

.* Slow thro” the church. way path we ſaw him horne. 
« Approach, and read (if thou can'ſt read) the lay, 

« Grav'd on the ſtone beneath yon aged thorn,” 


THE 
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| © * reſts his head upon the lap of Earth 
4 youth to Fortune and to Fame.unknown, 
Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth, 
And Melancholy mark'd him for ker own. 


Large was his bounty, and his ſoul ſincere, 
Heav'n did a recompence as largely ſend : 
He gave to Mis'ry all he had, a tear, 
He gain'd from Heay'n, 'twas all he wiſh'd, a Friend. 
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No farther ſeek his merits to diſcloſe, 
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 
(There they alike in trembling hope repoſe) 
The boſom of his Father and his God. 


1 


LIONS 


ON THE MISERIES OF HUMAN LIFE. 


FROM THOMSON" SEASONS. 


—_—_ 


- * 


A u, little think the gay licentious proud, 
Whom pleaſure, power, and affluence ſurround ; 
They, who their thoughtleſs hours in giddy mirth, 
And wanton, often cruel, riot waſte; 

Ah, little think they, while they Gines along, 
How many feel, this very moment, death 

And all the ſad variety of pain. 

How many ſunk in the devouring flood, 

Or more deyouring flame. How many bleed, 
By ſhameful variance betwixt man and man. 
How many pine in want, and dungeon gloom, 
Shut from the common air, and common uſe 
Of their own imbs. How many drink the cup 
Of baleful grief, or eat the bitter bread 

Of miſery, . Sore pierc'd by wintry- winds, 

oy meny ſhrink into the ſordid hut 
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Of cheerleſs poverty. How many ſhake 

With all the fiercer tortures of the mind, 
Unbounded paſſion, madneſs, guilt, remorſe ; 
Whence tumbled headlong from the height of life 
They furniſh matter for the tragic muſe, 


Even in the vale, where wiſdom loves to dwell, 


With friendſhip, peace, and contemplation join'd, 
How many, rack'd with honeſt paſſions, droop 
In deep retir'd diſtreſs. How many ſtand 
Around the death-bed of their deareſt friends, 
And point the parting anguiſh. Thought, fond man, 
Of theſe, and all the thouſand nameleſs ills, 
That one inceſſant ſtruggle render life, 

One ſcene of toil, of ſuffering, and of fate, 

Vice in his high career would ſtand appall'd, 
And heedleſs rambling impulſe learn to think 
The canſcious heart of charity would warm, 
And her wide wiſh benevolence dilate : 

The ſocial tear would rife, the ſocial ſigh; 

And into clear perfection, gradual bliſs 

Refining ſtill, the ſocial paſſions work. 
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BEGGAR'S PETITION. 


ers the ſorrows of a poor old man 

Whoſe trembling limbs have borne him to your door, 
Whoſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt ſpan, 

Oh ! give relief—and Heaven will bleſs your ſtore. 


Theſe tatter'd cloaths my poverty beſpeak, 
Theſe hoary locks proclaim my lengthen'd years; 
And many a furrow in my grief-worn cheek 
Has been the channel to a ſtream of tears. 
Yon houſe, erected on the riſing ground, 
With tempting aſpe& drew me from my road, 
For plenty there a refidence has found, 
And grandeur a magnificent abode. . 


(Hard is the fate of the infirm and poor ith - 
Here craving for a morſel of their bread, 
A pamper'd menu forc'd me from the door, 

To ſeek a ſhelter in an humbler ſhed. 


On! take me to your hoſpitable dome 

Keen bluws the wind, and piercing is the cold! 
Sluts my paſſare to the friendly tomb, 
For 1 am poor and miſerably old, 
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Should I reveal the ſource of every grief, 
If ſoft humanity e er touch'd your breaſt, 
Your hands would not with-hold the kind relief, 


And tears of pity could not be repreſt. 


Heaven ſends misfortunes—why ſhould we repine ? 
'Tis Heaven has brought me to the ſtate you ſee : 

And your condition may be ſoon like mine, 

— The child of ſorrow and of miſery. 


A little farm was my paternal lot, 

Then like the lark I ſprightly hail'd the morn ; 
But ah ! oppreſſion forc'd me from my cot, 

My cattle dy'd, and blighted was my corn. 


My daughter—once the comfort of my age ! 
Lur'd by a villain from her native home, 

Is caſt abandon'd on the world's wide ſtage, 
And doom'd in ſcanty poverty to roam. 


My tender wife—ſweet ſoother of my care 
Struck with fad anguiſh at the ſtern decree, 
Fell—ling'ring fell a vitim to deſpair, 
And leſt the world to wretchednefs and me. 


Pity the ſorrows of a poor old man ! 
Whoſe trembling limbs have borne him to your door, 
Whoſe days are dwindled to the ſhorteſt ſpan, | 
Oh! give relief—and Heaven will bleſs your ſtore. - 


— 
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HYMN TO 5 BENEVOLENCE. 


BY BLACKLOCK. 


Hair ! * of tranſport ever new 


While I thy ſtrong impulſe pur ſue 
I taſte a joy ſincere; 

Too vaſt for little minds to know, 

Wo on themſelves alone beſtow 
Their wiſhes and their care. 


Daughter of God ! delight of man ! 

From thee felicity began; ; 
Which ſtill thy hand ſaſtains : \ 

By thee ſweet Peace her empire ſpread, \ 

Fair Science rais'd her laurell'd head, 
And Diſcord gaaſh'd in chains. 


Far as the pointed ſun-beam flies 

Through peopled earth and ſtarry ſkies, 
All nature owns thy nod ; 

We ſee its energy prevail 

Through being's ever-riſing ſcale, 
From nothing e'en to God. 


By thee inſpir'd, the gen'rous breaſt, 
In bleſſing others only bleſt, . 
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With goodneſs large and free, 
Delights the widow's tears to ſtay, 
To teach.the blind their ſmootheſt way, 
And aid the feeble knee. 


O come! and o'er my boſom reign, 

Expand my heart, inflame each vein, 
Through ev'ry action ſhine ; 

Each low, each ſelfiſh wiſh controul ; 

With all thy eſſence warm my ſoul, 
And make me wholly thine. 


If from thy ſacred paths I turn, - 
Nor feel-their griefs, while others mourn, 
Nor with their pleaſures glow ; 
Baniſh'd from God, from bliſs, and thee, 
My own tormentor let me be, 
And groan in hopeleſs woe. 
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ON THE DEATH OF STELLA. 
A PASTORAL. 


INSCRIBED TO HER SISTER» 


See on thoſe ruby lips the trembling breath, 

T hoſe cheeks now faded at the blaſt of death ; 

Cold is that breaſt which warm'd the world before, 
And thoſe love-darting eyes ſhall roll no more. Torx. 


; Nes purple ev'ning ting'd the blue ſerene, 
And milder breezes fann'd the verdant plain ; 
Benezth a blaſted oak's portentous ſhade, 

To ſpeak his grief, a penſive ſwain was laid: 
Birds ceas'd to warble at the mournful ſound ; 
The cheerful landſcape ſadden'd all around: 

For Stella's fate he breath'd his tuneful moan ; 

Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone |! 


O thou] by ſtronger ties tan blood ally'd, 

Who died to pleaſure, when a ſiſter * dy d! 
Thou living image of thoſe charms we loſt, 
Charms, which exulting nature once might boaſt ! 
Indulge the plaintive muſe, whoſe ſimple ſtrain 
Repeats the heart- felt anguiſh of the ſwain : 

For Stella's fate thus flow'd his tuneſul moan, 
Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone ! 


* A Lady diſtinguiſhed for every perſonal grace and * 
uld adorn her ſex and 
* 


qualification of mind which 
nature. 
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Are happineſs and joy for ever fled, 

Nor haunt the twilight grove, nor ſunny glade ? 
Ah! fled for ever from my longing eye; 

With Stella born, with Stella too they die ; 

Die, or with me your brighteſt image moan : 
Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone 


Sweet to the thirſty tongue the cryſtal ſtream, 

To nightly wand'rers ſweet the morning beam ; 
Sweet to the wither'd graſs the gentle ſhow'r ; 
To the fond lover ſweet the nuptial hour; 
Sweet fragrant gardens to the lab'ring bee, 

And lovely Stella once was heav'n to me : 

That heav'n is faded, and thoſe joys are flown, 
Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone ! 


Ah! where is now that form which charm'd my fight ? 
Ah! where that wiſdom, ſparkling heav'nly bright ? _ 
Ah! where that ſweetneſs like the lays of ſpring, 
When breathe its flow'rs, and all its warblers ſing ? 
Now fade, ye flow'rs | ye war blers, join my moan ! 
Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone 


Ah me! though winter deſolate the field, 
Azain ſhall flow'rs their bleaded odonrs yield ; 
Again ſhall birds the vernal ſeaſon hail, 

And beauty paint, and muſic charm the vale ; 
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But ſhe no more to bleſs me ſhall appear ; 
No more her angel voice enchant my ear; 
No more her angel ſmile relieve my moan : 


Love, beauty, virtue, mourn your darling gone! 


He ceas'd ; for mighty grief his voice ſuppreſt, 
Chill'd all his veins, and ſtruggled in his breaſt ; 
From his wan cheek the roſy tincture flies; 
The luſtre languiſh'd in his cloſing eyes : 

Too ſoon ſhall life return, unhappy ſwain 1 

If, with returning ſenſe, returns thy pain. 


Hills, woods, and ſtreams, reſound the ſhepherd's moan ! 


Love, beauty, virtue, moura your darling gone 1 
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AN EPITAP H. 


1 reer ſharp ſorrow from thine eyes did flow, 
If e' er thy boſom felt another's woe, 

If &er fair beauty's charms thy heart did prove, 
If &er the offspring of thy virtuous love 
Blcom'd to thy with, or to thy ſoul was dear, 
This plaintive marble aſks thee for a tear! 
For here, alas ! too early ſnatch'd away, 

All that was lovely Death has made his prey. 

No more her cheeks with crimſon roſes vie, 
No more the diamond ſparkles in her eye; 
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ler breath no more its balmy ſweets can boaſt, 
Alas { that breath with all its ſweets are loſt. 

Pale now thoſe lips where bluſhing rubies hung, 
And mute the charming muſic of her tongue; 

Ye virgins fair, your fading charms ſurvey, 

She was whate'er your tender hearts can ſay. 

To her ſweet. memory, for ever dear, 

Let the green turf receive your trickling tear: 

To this ſad place your earlieſt garlands bring, 

And deck her grave with firſtlings of the ſpring. 
Let opening roſes, drooping lilies tell, 

Like thoſe ſhe bloom'e, and ah! like theſe ſhe fell, 
In circling wreaths let the pale ivy grow, 

Ard diſtant yews a ſable ſhade beſtow; 

Round her, ye Graces ! conſtant vigils keep, 

Aud guard, fair Innocence! her ſacred fleep: 
Til that bright mora ſhall wake the beauteous clay, 
To bloom and ſparkle in eternal day. 


* 
! —_—_ __ — — — — 


If you'll this labyrinth purſue, 
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C NN 
A VISION. 
BY DR. COTTON. 


| | M. is deceiv'd by outward ſhow—— 


'Tis a plain home-ſpun truth I know ! 

The ſraud prevails at ev'ry age, 

So ſays the ſchool buy, and the ſage ! 

Yet (till we hug the dear deceit, 

And ſtilli exclaim againſt the cheat. 

But whence this inconſiſtent part, 

Say, moraliſts, who know the heart? | 

I'll go before, and find the clue. \ 
T dreamt ('twas on a birth-day night) 

A ſumptuous palace roſe to ſight :- + 

The builder had through ev'ry part 

Obſery'd the chaſteſt rules of art; 

Raphael and Titian bad diſplay'd 

All the full force of light and ſhade: 

Around the livery'd ſervants wait ; 

An aged porter kept the gate. 


As I was traverſing the ha'l, 
Where Bruſlels' looms adorn'd the wall 
(Whoſe tap'ſtry ſhews, without my aid, 
A nun is no ſuch uſeleſs maid), 


B. 


H 
A 
0 
} 
F 
1 
( 


SELECT POEMS, 163 


A graceful perſon came in view, 

lis form, it ſeems, is known to few) 

His dreſs was unadoru'd with laces 

But charms! a thouſand in his face. 

This, Sir, your property? 1 cry'I——— 
Maſter and manſion coincide ; 

Where all, indeed, is truly great, 

And proves that bliſs may dwell with ſtatey 
Pray, Sir, indulge a ſtranger's claim, 

And grant the favour of your name. 


Content, the lovely form reply'd ; 
But think net here that I refide ; 
Here lives a courtier, baſe and fly 
An open, honeſt ruſtic, I; 
Our tafle and manners diſagree, 
His levee boaſts no charms for me: 
For ticles, and the ſmiles of kings, 
To me are cheap unheeded things: 
('Tis virtue can alone impart 
The patent of a ducal heart : 
Unlets this herald ſpeaks him great, 
What ſhall avail the glare of ſtare ?) 
Thoſe ſecret charms are my delight, 
Which ſhine remote from public ſight? 
Paſſions ſubdued, deſires at reſt, 


And hence his chaplain ſhares my-breaſt, 


There was a time (his Grace can tell) 
knew the Duke exceeding well; 
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A VISION. 
BY DR. COTTON. 


M. is deceiv'd by outward ſnhoẽ- 

*Tis a plain home-ſpun truth I know ! 

The fraud prevails at ev'ry age, a 

So ſays the ſchool boy, znd the ſage ! 

Yet (till we hug the dear deceit, 

And ſtill exclaim againſt the cheat. \ 
But whence this inconſiſtent part, 

Say, moraliſts, who know the heart? 

If you'll this labyrinth purſue, TIES 

I'll go before, and find the clue. \ 


T dreamt ('twas on a birth-day night) 
A ſumptuous palace roſe to ſight : Py. 
The builder had through ev'ry part 
Obſery'd the chaſteſt rules of art; 
Raphael and Titian had diſplay'd _ 
All the full force of light and ſhade; 
Around the livery'd ſervants wait; 
An aged porter kept the gate. 


As I was traverſing the ha'l, 
Where Bruſlels* looms adorn'd the wall 
(Whoſe tap'ſtry ſhews, without my aid, 


i 


A nun is no ſuch uſeleſs maid), 
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A »racefal perſon came in view, 
lis form, it ſeems, is known to few) l 
His dreſs was unadoru'd with lace; 
But charms! a thouſand in his face. 

This, Sir, your property? 1 cry'l—— 
Maſter and manſion coincide : 
Where all, indeed is truly great, 
And proves that bliſs may dwell with ſtate; 
Pray, Sir, indulge a ſtranger's claim, 
And grant the favour of your name. 


Content, the lovely form reply'd ; 
But think nut here that I refide ; 
Here lives a courtier, baſe and ly ; 
An open, honeſt ruſtic, I; 
Our taſte and manners diſagree, 
His levee boaſts no charms for me: 
For ticles, and the ſmiles of kings, 
To me are cheap unheeded things; 
('Tis virtue can alone impart 
The patent of a ducal heart : 
Vnlets this herald ſpeaks him great; 
What ſhall avail the glare of ſtare ?) 
Thoſe ſecret charms are my delight, 
Which ſhine remote from public ſight #-* 
Paſſions ſubdued, deſires at reſt, 


And hence his chaplain ſhares my. breaſt, 


There was a time (his Grace can tell) 
1 knew the Duke exceeding well; 
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Knew ev'ry ſecret of his heart ; 

In truth, we never were apart: 

But when the court became his end, 

He turn'd his back t. pon his friend. 
One day I call'd upon his Grace, 

Juſt as the Duke had got a place : 

I thought (but thought amiſs, 'tis clear) 

I ſhould be welcome to the peer, 

Yes, welcome to a man in pow'r ; 

And ſo I was for half an hour. 


But he grew weary of his gueſt, 
And ſoon diſcarded me his breaſt ; 
Upbraided me with want of merit, 
But moſt for poverty of ſpirit. 


You reliſh not the great man's lot ? \ 
Come, haſten to my humbler cor. | 
Think me not partial to the great, 

I'm a ſworn foe to pride and ſtate ! - 

No monarchs ſhare my kind embrace, 
There's ſcarce a monarch knows my face : 
Content ſhuns courts and oft'ner dwells 
With modeſt worth in rural cells ; 


There's no complaint tho* brown the bread, 


Or the rude turf ſuſtain the head, 

Though hard the couch; and coarſe the meat, 

Still the brown loaf and fleep are ſweet. 
Far from the city I reſide, 

And a thatch'd cottage all my pride. 
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True to my heart, I ſeldom roam, 

Becauſe I find my joys at home: 

For foreign viſits then begin 

When the man feels a void within. 
But though from towns and crowds I fly, 

No humouriſt, nor Cynic, I. 

Amidſt ſequeſter ſhades I prize 

The friendſhips of the good and wiſe, 

Bid Virtue and her ſons attend, 

Virtue will tell thee I'm her friend ; 

Tell thee, I'm faithful, conſtant, kind, 

And meek, and lowly; and refign'd 

Will ſay, there's no diſtinction known 

Betwixt her houſehold and my own. 
Author. If theſe the friendſhips you purſues 

Your friends, I fear, are very few, 

50 little company, you ſay, 

Yet fond of home from day to day ? 

How do you ſhun Detraction's rod? 

1 doubt your neighbours think you odd ! 
Content. I commune with myſelf at night, 

And aſk my heart if all be right: 

If « Right,” replies my faithful breaſt, _ 

I ſmile, and cloſe my eyes to reſt. 6 
Author, You ſeem regardleſs of the town + 

Pray, Sir, how ſtand you with the gown? _ 
Content. The clergy ſay they love me well, 

Whether they do, they beſt can tell: 
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They paint me modeſt, friendly, wiſe, 
Aud always praiſe me to the ſkies ; 
But if conviction's at the heart; 
. Why not a correſpondent part ? 
For ſhall the learned tongue prevail, 
If actions preach a diff*rent tale 
Who'll ſeek my door, or grace my walls, 
When neither dean or prelate\calls * 
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With thoſe my friendſhips moſt obtain, 
Who prize their duty more than gain ; 
Soft flow the hours whene'er we meet, 
And conſcious virtue is our treat; | 
Our harmleſs breaſts no envy know, 
And hence we fear no ſecret foe ; 

Our walks ambition ne'er attends, \ 
And hence we aſk no powerful friends; 
We with the beſt to church and tate, 
But leave the ſteerage to the great; 
Careleſs who riſes, or who falls, 

And never dream of vacant s; 

Much leſs, by pride or int'reſt drawn, 


Sigh for tlie mitre and the lawn. * 


Obſerve the ſecrets of my art, 
I' fundamental truths impart : 
And if you'll my advice purſue, 
I'll quit my hut, and dwell with you. 
The paſſions are a num'rous crowd, 
Imperious, poſitive, and loud;  -/ 
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Curb theſe licentious ſons of ſtrife, 
Hence chiefly riſe the ſtorms of life : 
If they grow mutinous and rave, 
They are thy maſters, thou their ſlave. 
Regard the world with cautious eye; 
Nor raiſe your expeRation high. 
See that the balanc'd ſcales be ſuch, 
You neither fear nor hope too much; 
For diſappointment's not the thing, 
'Tis pride and paſſion point the ſting. 
Life is a ſea, where ftorrzs muſt riſe; 
'Tis folly talks of cloudleſs ſkies : 
He who contracts his ſwelling fail, 
Eludes the fury of the gale. 


Be ſtill, nor anxious thoughts employ; 
Diſtruſt embitters preſent joy: 
On God for all events depend ; 
You cannot want when God's your friend, 
Weigh well your part, and do your beſt ; 
Leave to your Maker all the reſt. 
The Hand which form'd thee in the womb; 
Guides from the cradle to the tomb. 
Can the fond mother flight her boy? 
Can ſhe forget her prattling joy ? 
Say then ſhall ſov'reiga Love deſert 
The humble and the honeſt- heart ? 
Heay'n may not grant thee all thy mind ; 
Yet ſay not thou that Heav'n's unk ind. 
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God is alike, both good and wiſe, 
In what he grants and what denies : 
Terhaps, what Goodneſs gives to-day, 


To- mor row Goodneſs takes away. 


You ſay, that troubles intervene, 


That ſorrows darken half the ſcene. 
True —and this conſequence you ſee, 


The world was neer deſign'd for thee 2 

You're like a paſſenger below, 

That ſtays perhaps a night or ſo; 

But ſtill his native country lies 

Beyond the bound'ries of the ſkies. | 
Of Heav'n aſk virtue, wiſdom, health, 

But never let thy pray'r be wealth : 

If food be thine, (though little gold) 

And raiment to repel the cold;  \ 

Such as may nature's wants ſuffice, - 

Not what from pride and folly riſe ; 

If ſoft the motions of thy ſoul, ' | 


And a calm conſcience crowns the whole ; 


Add but a friend to all this ſtore, 
You can't in reaſon wiſh for more: 
And if kind Heav'n this comfort brings, 


*Tis more than Heav'n beſtows on Kings. 


He ſpake—the airy ſpectre flies, 
And ſtrait the ſweet illuſion dies, 
The viſion, at the early dawn, 
Conſign'd me to the thoughtful morn ; 
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To all the cares of waking clay, 
And inconſiſtent dreams of day. 


— 
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HA FINS 


FROM POPE'S ESSAY ON MAN. 


() a happineſs ! our being's end and aim 

Good, pleaſure, eaſe, content! whate'er thy name: 

That ſomething ſtill which prompts the eternal figh 

For which we bear to live, or dare to die; 

Which ſtill ſo near us, yet beyond us lies, 

O'erlook'd, ſeen double, by the fool and wile ; 

Plant of celeſtial ſeed ! if dropt below, 

Say in what mortal foil thou deign'ſt to grow? 

Fair op'ning to ſome court's propitious ſhirie, 

Or deep with diamonds in the flaming mine? — 

Twin'd with the wreaths Parnaſlian laurels yield, 

Or reap'd in iron harveſts of the field? 

Where grows? - where grows it not? if vain our toil, 

We ought to blame the culture, not the ſoil. 

Fix'd to no ſpot is happineſs ſincere, 

'Tis no where to be found, or ev'ry where; 

'Tis never to be bought, but always free, 

And fled from monarchs, St, John, dwells with thee. 
Aſk. of the learn'd the way: the learn'd are blind; 

This bids to ſerve, and that to ſhun, mankind. 
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Some place the bliſs in action, ſome in eaſe ; 
Thoſe call it pleaſure, and contentment theſe : 
Some, ſunk to beaſts, find pleaſure end in pain 
Some, ſwell'd to gods, confeſs e'en virtue vain j 
Or indolent : to each extreme they fall; 
To truſt in ev'ry thing, or doubt of all. 
| Who thus define itz ſay they more or leſs 
Than this, that happineſs is happineſs ? 


Take nature's path, and mad opinions leave; 

All fates can reach it, and all heads conceive; 
Obvious her goods, in no extreme they dwell; 
There needs but thinking right; and meaning well; 
And mourn our various portions as we pleaſe; 
Equal is common ſenſe, and common eaſe. 
Remember, man, the Univerſal Cauſe 

* Acts not by partial, but by gen'ral laws ;” 

And makes what happiheſs we juſtly call, 
Subſiſt not in the good of one, but all. 

There's not a bleſſing individuals find 

But ſome way leans and hearkens to the kind: 

No bandit fierce, no tyrant mad with pride, 

No cavern'd hermit reſts ſelf-ſatisfy'd. | 
Who moſt to ſhun or hate mankind pretend, 

Seek an admirer ar would fix a friend: 

Abſtract what others feel, what others think, 
All pleaſures ſicken, and all glories fink : 

Each has his ſhare ; and who would, more obtain; 
Shall find the pleaſure pays not half the pain. 
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Order is Heav'n's firſt law ; and this confeſt, 
Some are, and muſt be, greater than the reſt; 
More rich, more wiſe ; but who infers from hence 
That ſuch are happier, ſhocks all common ſenſe, 
Heav'n to mankind impartial we confeſs, 

If all are equal in their happineſs ; 

But mutual wants this happineſs increaſe, 

All nature's diff*rence keeps all nature's peace. 
Condition, circumſtance, is not the thing; 

Bliſs is the ſame in ſubject or in king: 

In who obtain defence, or who defend, 

In him who is, or him who finds a friend : 


Heav'n breathes through ev'ry member of the whole 


One common bleſſing as one common ſoul, 
But fortune's gifts if each alike poſſeſt, 

And each were equal, muſt not all conteſt ? 
If then to all men happineſs was meant, 
God in externals could not place content. 


Fortune her giſts may variouſly diſpoſe, 
And theſe be happy call'd, unhappy thoſe ; 
But Heav'n's juſt balance equal will appear, 
While thoſe are plac'd in hope, and theſe in fear: 
Not preſent good or ill, the joy or curſe, 
But future views of better, or of worſe. 
On ſons of earth! attempt ye till to riſe, 
By mountains pil'd on mountains, to the ſkies? 
Heav'a ſtill with laughter the vain toil furveys, 
And buries madmen in the heaps they raiſe, 
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Know, all the good that individuals find, 

Or God and nature meant to mere mankind, 
Reaſon's w hole pleaſure, all the joys of ſenſe, 

Lie in three words, health, peace, and competence. 


— 
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AN ODE, 


— 
— 
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BY MR. ROBERTSON. 


\ 
O. damaſk cheeks, and radiant eyes, 
Let other poets tell ; 
Within the boſom of the fair ( 
Superior beauties dwell. \ 


There all the ſprightly powers of wit 
In blithe aſſemblage play ; 

There ey'ry ſocial virtue ſheds 
Its intellectual ray. 


But as the ſun's refulgent light 
Heav'n's wide expanſe refines ; 

With fſov'reign luſtre through the ſoul 
Celeſtial ſweetneſs ſhines. 


This mental beam dilates the heart, 
And ſparkles i 2 he face; | 
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It harmonizes every thought, 
And heightens every grace. 


One glimpſe can ſooth the troubled breaſt, 
The heaving figh reſtrain! 
Can make the bed of ſickneſs pleaſe, 
Aud ſtop the ſenſe of pain. 


Its power can charm the ſavage heart, 
The tyrant's pity move: | 

To ſmiles convert the wildeſt rage, 
And melt the ſoul to love. 


When ſweetneſs beams upon the throne - 
In majeſty benign, 

The awful ſplendors of a crown 
With milder luſtre ſhine. 


In ſcenes of poverty and woe, 
Where melancholy dwells, 
The influence of this living ray 
The dreary gloom diſpels. 


Thus, when the blooming ſpring returns 
To cheer the mournful plains, 

Through earth and air, with genial warrath, 
Etherial mildneſs reigns. 


Peneath its bright, auſpicious beams 


No boiſterous paſſions riſe ; 
H 4 
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Moroſeneſs quits the peaceful ſcene, 
And baleful Diſcord flies. 


A thouſand nameleſs beauties ſpring, * 
A thouſand virtues glow ; 

A ſmiling train of joys appear, 

And endleſs bleſſings flow. 


Vnbounded Charity diſplays 
Her ſympathizing charms ; 

And Friendſhip's pure ſeraphic flame 
The generous boſom warms, 


Almighty Love exerts his power, 
And ſpreads with ſecret art 
A ſoft ſenſation through the frame, 
A tranſport through the heart. 


Nor ſhall the ſtorms of age, which cloud 
Each gleam of ſenſual joy, 

And blaſt the gaudy flower's pride, 
Theſe bleſt effects deſtroy. 


When that fair form ſhall fink in years, 
And all thoſe graces fly; 

The beauty of thy heavenly mind 

Shall length of days defy. 
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CONJUGAL FELICITY. 


FROM THOMSON'S SE ASONS, 


H. they ! the happieſt of their kind ! 
Whom gentler ſtars unite, and in one fate 
Their hearts, their fortunes, and their beings blend. 
'Tis not the coarſer tie of human laws, 
Unnatural oft and foreign to the mind, 
That binds their peace, but harmony itſelf, 
Attuning all their paſſions into love; 
Where Friendſhip full exerts her ſofteſt power, 
Perfect eſteem, enlivened by deſire 
Ineffable, and ſympathy of ſoul; 
Thought meeting thought, and will preventing will, 
With boundleſs confidence : for nought but love 
Can anſwer love, and render bliſs ſecure. 
What is the world to them, 
Its pomp, its pleaſure, and its nonſenſe all! 
Who in each other claſp whatever fair 
High fancy forms, and laviſh hearts can wiſh ; 
Something than beauty dearer, ſhould they look 
Or on the mind, or mind- illumin'd face; 
Truth, goodneſs, honour, harmony, and love, 
The richeſt bounty of indulgent Heaven? 
Meantime a ſmiling offspring riſes round, 
And mingles both their graces. By degrees 
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The human bloſſom blows ; and every day, To 
Soſt as it rolls along, ſhews ſome new charm, To 
The father's luſtre, and the mother's bloom. 
Then infant reaſon grows apace, and calls 
For the kind hand of an aſſidubus care. 
Delightful taſk ! to rear the tender thought, 
To teach the young idea how to ſhoot, 
To pour the freſh inſtruction o'er the mind, 
To breathe th' ealivening ſpirit, and to fix 
The generous purpoſe in the glowing breaſt, 
Oh ſpeak the joy ! ye whom the ſudden tear 
Surpriſes often, while you look around, 
And nothing ſtrikes your eye but fights of bliſs, 
All various nature preſſing on the heart: 
An elegant ſufficiency, content, \ 
Retirement, rural quiet, friendſhip, books, \ ; 
Eaſe and alternate labour, uſeful life, 
Progreſſive virtue, and approving Heaven. 
Theſe are the matchleſs joys of virtuous love; 
And thus their moments fly. The ſeaſons thus, 
As ceaſeleſs round a jarring world they roll, 
Still find them happy ; and conſenting Spring 
heds her own roſy garland on their heads: 
*Till evening comes at laſt, ferene and mild, 
When, after the long vernal day of life, 
Enamour'd more, as more remembrance ſwoells 
With many a proof of recollected love, 
Together down they ſink in ſocial ſleep ; 
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Together freed, their gentle ſpirits fly 
To ſcenes where love and bliſs immortal reign. 


E LB AE 


TO THE MEMORY OF AN 


UNFORTUNATE LADY. 
BY PF 0:3. 


\ y HAT beck'ning ghoſt, along the moon-light ſhade 
Invites my ſteps, and points to yonder glade ? : 
lis ſhe; but why that bleeding boſom gor'd ? 
\Why dimly gleams the viſionary ſword ? 

Oh ever beauteous, ever friendly ! tell, 

Is it, in heaven, a crime to love too well ? 

To bear too tender, or too firm a heart, 

To act a lover's or a Roman's part? 

Is there no bright reverſion in the ſky 

For thoſe who greatly think, or bravely die ? 
Why bade ye elſe, ye pow'rs ! her ſoul aſpire 

Abore the vulgar flight of low defire ? 

Ambition firſt ſprung from your bleſt abodes ; 

The glorious fault of angels and: of gods : 

Thence to their images on earth it flows, 

And in the breaſts of kings and heroes glows. 
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Moſt ſouls, 'tis true, but peep out once an age, 
Dull ſullen pris'ners in the body's cage; 

Dim lights of life, that burn.a length of years 
Uſeleſs, unſeen, as lamps in ſepulchres ; | 
Like eaſtern kings, a lazy ſtate they keep, 
And cloſe confin'd to their own palace, fleep. 


From theſe perhaps (ere nature bade her die) 
Fate ſnatch'd her early to the pitying ſky. 
As into air the purer ſpirits flow, 
And ſep'rate from their kindred dregs below; 
So flew the ſoul to its congenial place, 
Nor left one virtue to redeem her race. 


But thou, falſe guardian of a charge too good, 
Thou mean deſerter of thy brother's blood! 

See on theſe ruby lips the trembling breath, 
Theſe cheeks, now feding at the blaſt of death; 
Cold is that breaſt which warm'd the world before, 
And thoſe love-darting eyes muſt roll no more. 
Thus, if eternal ſuſtice rules the ball, 

Thus ſhall your wives, and thus your children, fall : 
On all the line a ſudden vengeance waits, 

And frequent hearſes ſhall beſiege your gates; 
There paſſengers ſhall ſtand, and, pointing, ſay, 
(While the long fun'rals blacken all the way) 


And curs'd with hearts unknow ing how to yield. 
Thus unlamented pals'd the proud away, 
The gaze of fools, and pageants of a day! 


Lo! theie were they, whoſe ſouls the furies ſteel'd, 
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50 periſh all, whoſe breaſt ne er learn'd to glow 
For others good, or melt at others woe. 


What can atone (oh ever-injur'd ſhade !) 
Thy fate unpity'd and thy rites unpaid ? 
No friends complaiat, no Kind domeſtic tear, 
Pleas'd thy pale ghoſt, or grac'd the mournful bier : 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were clos'd, 
By foreign hands thy decent limbs compos'd, 
By foreign hands thy humble grave adorn'd, 
By ſtrangers honour'd, and by ſtrangers mourn'l | 
What though no friends in fable weeds appear, 
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year, 
And bear about the mockery of woe 
To midnight dances, and the public ſhow ? 
What though no weeping loves thy aſhes grace, 
Nor poliſh'd marble emulate thy face ? 
What though no ſacred earth allow thee room, 
Nor hallow'd dirge be mutter'd o'er thy tomb ? 
Yet ſhall thy grave with riſing flow'rs be dreſs d, 
And the green turf lie lightly on thy breaſt : 
There ſhall the morn her earlieſt tears beſtow, 
There the firſt roſes of the year ſhall blow; 
While angels with their filver wings o'erſhaie 
The ground, now ſacred by thy relics made. 


So peaceful reſts, without a ſtone, a name, 
What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame, 
How lov'd, how honour'd once, avails thee not, 
To whom related, or by whom begot ; 
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A heap of duſt alone remains of thee ; 
Tis all thou art, and all the proud ſhall be! 


Poets themſelves muſt fall, like thoſe they ſung, 
Deaf the prais'd ear, and mute the tuneful tongue. 
Ev'n he, whoſe foul now melts in mournful lays, 
Shall ſhortly want the generous tear he pays; 

Then from his cloſing eyes thy form ſhall part, 
And the laſt pang ſhall tear thee from his heart; 
Life's idle bus'neſs at one gaſp be o'er, 

The muſe forgot, and thou beloy'd no more 


— —— 
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H ENCE, loathed Melancholy, 
Of Cerberus and blackeſt Midnight born, 
In Stygian cave forlorn, 
*Mongſt horrid ſhapes, and ſhrieks, and fights unholy ! 
Find out ſome uncouth cell, 
Where brooding darkneſs ſpreads his jealoas wings, 
And the night raven ſings; 
There, under ebon ſhades, and low-brow'd rocks, 
As ragged as thy locks, 
In dark Cimmerian deſert ever dwell. 
But come, thou goddeſs fair and free, 
In heav'n yclep'd Euphroſyne, 
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And by men, heart-enſing Mirth, 
Whom lovely Venus at a birth 

With two ſiſter Graces more 

To ivy-crowned Bacchus bore 

Or whether (as ſome ſager ſing) 

The frolic wind that breathes the ſpring, 
Zephyr, with Aurora playing, 

As he met her once a Maying, 

There on beds of violets blue, 

And freſh-blown roſes waſh'd in dew, 
Fill'd her with thee, a daughter fair, 

So buxom, blithe, and debonair. 

Haſte thee, Nymph, and bring with thee 
Jeſt and youthful Jullity, 

Quips and Cranks, and wanton Wiles, 
Nods and Becks, and wreathed Smiles, 
Such as hang on Hebe's cheek, 

And love to live in dimple ſleek ; 
Sport, that wrinkled Care derides, 

And Laughter holding both his ſides. 
Come, and trip ic as you go 

On the light fantaſtic toe, 

And in thy right hand lead with thee, 
The mountain nymph, ſweet Liberty: 
And, if I give thee honour due, 5 
Mirth, admit me of thy crew 

To live with her, and live with thee, 


In unreproved pleaſures free; 
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To hear the lark begin his flight, 
And ſinging ſtartle the dull night, 
From his watch tower in the ſkies, 
Till the dappled Jawn doth rife 
Then to come in ſpite of ſorrow, 
And at my window bid good-morrow, 
Through the ſweet-briar, or the vine, 
Or the twiſted eglantine : 
While the cock with lively din 
Scatters the rear of darkneſs thin, 
And to the ſtack, or the barn. door, 
Stourly ſtruts his dames beſore ; 
Oſt liſt'ning how the hounds and horn 
Cheerly rouſe the Numb'ring morn, 
From the ſide of ſome hoar hill, 
Through the high wood echoing ſhrill : 
Some time walking not unſeen 
By nedge- bw elms, on hillocks green, 
Riglit againſt the eaſtern gate, 
Where the great ſun begins his ſtate, 
Rob'd in flames, and amber light, 
The clouds in thouſand liveries dight; 
While tie plow man near at hand 
= Whiſtles o'cr the furrow'd land, 
And the milk-maid fingeth blithe, 
And the mower whets his ſcythe, 
And every ſhepherd tells his tale 
Under the hawthorn in the dale. 
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Strait mine eye hath caught new pleaſures 
Whilſt the landſcape round it meaſures, 
Ruſſet lawns, and fallows gray, 

Where the nibbling flocks do ſtray ; 
Mountains on whoſe barren breaſt 

The lab'ring clouds do often reſt ; * 
Meadows trim with daiſies pied, 
Shallow brooks, and rivers wide. 
Towers and battlements it ſees 

Boſom'd high in tufted trees, 

Where perhaps ſome beauty lies, 

The Cynoſure of neighb'ring eyes. 

Hard by, a cottage chimney ſmokes, 
From betwixt two aged oaks, 

Where Corydon and Thyrſis met, 

Are at their ſavory dinner ſet 

Of herbs, and other country meſles, 
Which the neqt- handed Phyllis drefles ; 
And then in haſte her bow'r ſhe leaves, 
With Theſtylis to bind the ſheaves ; 

Or if the earlier ſeaſon lead 

To the tann'd haycock in the mead. 
Sometimes with ſecure delight 

The upland hamlets will invite, 

When the merry bells ring round, 

And the jocund rebecs found _ 

To many a youth, and many a maid, 
Dancing in the chequer'd ſhade ; 
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And young and old come forth to play 
On a ſunſhine holy-day, 
Till the 1: ve-long day-light fail; 
Then to the ſpicy nut-brown ale, 
With tories told of many a feat, 
How fury Mab the junkets ate, 
She was pincli'd, and pull'd, ſhe ſaid, 
And he by friars lanthorn led ; 
Tells how the drudging goblin ſweat, 
To earn his cream-bowl duly ſer, 
When in one night, ere glimpſe of morn, 
His ſhadowy flail hath threſh'd the corn 
That ten day-lab'rers could not end; 
Then lies him down, the lubber fiend, 
And ſtretch'd out all the chimney's length, 
Baſks at the fire his hairy ſtrength, | 
And crop-full out of doors he flings, 
Ere the firſt cock his matin rings. 
Thus done the tales, to bed they creep, 
By whiſp'ring winds ſoon lull'd afleep. 
Towerel cities pleaſe us then, 
And the buſy hum of men; 
Where throngs of knights and barons bokl 
In weeds of peace high triumphs hold; 
With ſtore of ladies, whoſe bright eyes 
Rain influence, and judge the prize 
Of wit, or arms, while buth contend 
To win her grace, whom all commend. , 
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There let Hymen oft appear 

In ſaffron robe, with taper clear, 

And pomp, and feaſt, and revelry, 

With maſk, and antique pageantry ; 

Such ſights as youthful poets dream 

On ſuramer eves by haunted ſtream. 
Then to the well-trod ſtage anon, 

If Jonſon's learned ſock be on, 

Or ſweeteſt Shakſpeare, fancy's child, 
Warble his native wood-notes wild. 
And ever againſt eating cares, 

Lap me in ſoft Lydian airs, 

Married to immortal verſe, 

Such as the meeting ſoul may pierce 

In notes, with many a winding bout 

Of linked ſweetneſs long drawn out, 
With wanton heed, and giddy cunning, - 
The melting voice through mazes running, 
Untwiſting all the chains that tie 

The hidden ſoul of harmony; 

That Orpheus” ſelf may heave his head 
From golden ſlumber on a bed | 
Of heap'd Ely ſian flowers, and hear 
Such ſtrains as would have won the ear 
Of Pluto, to have quite ſet free 

His half-regain'd Eurydice. 

Theſe delights if thou canſt give, 
Mirth, with thee I mean to live, 
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IL PENSEROSO. 


BY THE SAME. 


H ENCE Vain deluding joys, 
The brood of folly without father bred, 
How little you beſted, 
Or fill the fixed mind with all your toys? 
Dwell in ſome idle brain, 
And fancies fond with gaudy ſhapes poſſeſs, 
As thick and numberleſs 
As the gay motes that people the r N 
Or likeſt hovering dreams 
The fickle penſioners of Morpheus' train. 
But hail, thou goddeſs, ſage and holy 
Hail, divineſt Melancholy 
Whoſe ſaintly viſage is too bright 
To hit the ſenſe of human ſight, 
And therefore to our weaker view 
- OFerljaid with black, ſtaid wiſdom's hue ; 
Black, but ſuch as in eſteem 
Prince Memnon's ſiſter might beſeem : 
Or that ſtarr d Ethiop queen that ſtrove 
To ſet her beauties' praiſe above 
The ſea-nymphs, and their powers offended ; 
Yet thou art higher far deſcended, 
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Thee bright-hair'd Veſta long of yore 
To ſolitary Saturn bore ; 

His daughter ſhe (in S:turn's reign 

Sucli mixture was not held a ſtain), 

Oft in glimmering bow'rs and glades 

He met her, and in ſecret ſhades 

Of woody Ida's inmoſt grove, 

While yet there was no fear of Jove. 
Come, penſive nun, devote and pure; 
Sober, ſtedfaſt, and demure, 

All in a robe of darkeſt grain; 

Flowing with majeſtic train, 

And ſable ſtole of Cyprus lawn; 

Orer thy decent ſhoulders drawn. 
Come, but keep thy wonted ſtate, 

With even ſtep and muſing gait, 

And looks commercing with the ſkies; 
Thy wrapt ſoul ſitting in thine eyes : 
There held in holy paſſion ſtill, 

Forget thyſelf to marble, till 

With a ſad leaden downward caſt 
Thou fix them on the earth as faſt : 
And join with thee calm Peace and Quiet; 
Spare Faſt, that ofc with gods doth diet, . 
And hears the Muſes in, a ring 

Aye round about Jove's altar ſing : 

And add to theſe retired Leiſure, 
That in trim gardens takes his pleaſure 5 
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But firſt, and chiefeſt, with thee bring 
Him that yon' ſoars on golden wing, 
Guiding the fiery-wheeled throne, 

The cherub Contemplation 

And the mute filence hiſt along, 

Leſs Philoniel will deign a ſong, 

In her ſweeteſt, ſaddeſt plight, 
Smoothing the rugged brow of Night ; 
While Cynthia checks her dragon yoke, 
Gently o'er th' accuſtom'd oak; 

Sweet bird that ſhunn'ſt the noiſe of folly, 
Moſt muſical, moſt melancholy ! 
Thee, chantreſs, oft the woods among 

I woo to hear thy even-ſong ; 

And miſling thee, I walk unſeen 

On the dry ſmooth ſhaven green, 

To behold the wand'ring moon 

Riding near her higheſt noon, 

Like one that had been led aſtray 


Through the heav'n's wide pathleſs way, $1 


And oft, as if her head ſhe bow'd, 
Stooping through a fleecy cloud; 
Oft on a plat of riſing ground, 

I hear the far-off curfew ſound, 
Over ſome wide water'd ſhore, 
Swinging flow with fullen roar : 
Or if the air will not permit, 
Some ſtill removed place will fit, 


* * 
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Where glowing embers through the room 
Teach light to counterfeit a gloom, 

Far from all reſort of muth, 

Save the cricket on the hearth, 

Or the bellman's drowſy charm, 

To bleſs the doors from nightly harm: 
Or let my lamp at midnight hour 

Pe ſeen in ſome high lonely tow'r, 
\Where I may oft outwatch the bear, 
With thrice great Hermes, of unſphere 
The ſpirit of Plato to unfold 

What worlds, or what vaſt regions hold 
Th' immortal mind that hath forſook 
Her manſion in this fleſhy nook ; 

And of thoſe demons that are found 

In fire, air, flood, or under ground, 
Whoſe power hath a true conſent 
With planet, or with element. 

Some time let gorgeous Tragedy 

In ſceptre'd pall come ſweeping by, 
Preſenting Thebes, or Pelops' line, 

Or the tale of Troy divine, 

Or what (though rare) of later age 
Ennobled hath the buſkin ſage. 

But, O ſad Virgin, that thy power 
Might raiſe Muſæus from his bower, 
Or bid the ſoul of Orpheus ſing 


Such notes, as warbled to the ſtrings 
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Drew iron tears down Pluto's cheek, 


And made Hell grant what Love did ſeek: 


Or call up him that left half told 
The ſtory of Cambuſcan bold, 
Of Camball and of Algarſife; 
And who had Caiiace to wife, 
That own'd the virtuous ring and glaſs; 
And of the wondrous horſe of braſs, 
On which the Tartar king did ride ; 
And if aught elſe great bards beſide 
In ſage and ſolemn tunes have ſung; 
Of turneys and of trophies huag, 
Of foreſts and enchantments drear, 
Where more is meant than meets the ear. 
Thus, Night, oft ſee me in thy pale careets 


Till civil-ſuited morn appear, \ 
Not trick'd and frounc'd as ſhe was wont 


ith the Attie boy to hunt, 
But kercheft in a comely cloud, | 
While rocking winds are piping loud; 
Or uſher'd with a ſhower ſtill, 
When the guſt hath blown his fill, 
Ending on the ruſtling leaves, 
With minute drops from off the eayes; 
And when the ſun begins to fling 
His flaring beams, me; goddeſs, bring 
To arched walks of twilight groves, 
And ſhadows brown that Sylvan loves 
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Of pine or monumental oak, 
Where the rode axe with heaved ſtroke 
Was never heard the nymphs to daunt, 


Or fright them from their hallow'd haunt. 


There in cloſe covert by fome brook, 
Where no profaner eye may look, 
Hide me from Day's gariſh eye, 
While the bee with honied thigh, 
That at her flow'ry work doth ſing, 
And the waters murmuring 

With ſuch concert as they keep, 
Entice the dewy-feather'd ſleep ; 
And let ſome ſtrange myſterious dream 
Wave at his wings in airy ſtream 

Of lively portraiture diſplay'd, 

Softly on my eye-lids laid; 

And as I wake, ſweet muſic breathe 
Above, about, or underneath, 

Sent by ſome ſpirit to mortals good, 
Or th' unſeen genius of the wood. 
But let my due feet never fail 

To walk the ſtudious cloiſter's pale, 
And love the high embowed roof, 
With antique pillars maſſy proof, 
And ſtoried windows richly dight, 
Caſting a dim religious light ; 

There let the pealing organ blow, 
To the full-voic'd choir below, 
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In ſervice high, and anthems clear, 

As may with ſweetneſs, through mine car, 
Diſſolve me into ecſtaſies, 

And bring all heaven before mine eyes. 
And may at laſt my weary age 

Find out the peaceful hermitage, 

The hairy gown and moſſy cell, 
Where I may fit and rightly ſpell 

Of every ſtar that heav'n doth ſhew, 
And every herb that ſips the dew ; 
Till old Experience do attain 

To ſomething like prophetic ſtrain. 
Theſe pleaſures, Melancholy, give, 
And I with thee will chuſe to live. 


* * 
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# ol wind was high, the window ſhakes, 
With ſudden ſtart the Miſer wakes ; 

Along the ſilent room he talks, 

Looks back, and trembles as he Walks, 
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Each lock and ev'ry bolt he tries, 

In ev'ry creek and corner pries, 

Then opes the cheſt with treaſure ſtor d, 
And ſtands in rapture o'er his hoard. 

But now, with ſudden qualms poſſeſt, 
He wrings his hands, he beats his breaſt 
By conſcience ſtung, he wildly ſtares, 
And thus his guilty ſoul declares : 

Had the deep earth her ſtores confin'd, 
This heart had known ſweet peace of mind ; 
But virtue's fold. Good Gods ! what price 
Can recompenſe the pangs of vice ! 

O bane of good | ſeducing cheat 

Can man, weak man, thy power defeat ? 
Gold baniſh'd honour from the mind, 
And only left the name behind ; 

Gold ſow'd the world with ev'ry ill; 
Gold taught the murd'rer's ſword to kill: 
'Twas gold inſtrufted coward hearts 

In treach'ry's more pernicious arts. 

Who can recount the miſchiefs o'er ? 
Virtue reſides on earth no more ! | 
He ſpoke, and ſigh'd. In angry mood 
Plutus, his god, before him ſtood. a 
The Miſer, trembling, lock'd his cheſt: 
The viſion frown'd, and thus addreſs'd : 

Whence is this vile ungrateful rant, 
Each ſordid raſcal's daily cant? 
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Did I, baſe wretch ! corrupt mankind ? 
The fault's in thy rapacious mind. 

Becauſe my bleffings are abus'd, 

Muſt I be cenſur'd, curs'd, accus'd ? 

_ Ev'n Virtue's ſelf by knaves is made 

A cloak to carry on the trade | 

And pow'r (when lodg'd in their poſſeſſion) 
Grows tyranny and rank oppreſſion. 

Thus, when the villain crams his cheſt, 
Gold is the canker of the breaſt ; 

*Tis av'rice, inſolence, and pride, 

And ev'ry ſhocking vice beſide : 

But when to virtuous hands *tis giv'n, 

It bleſſes like the devs of Heay'n : 

Like Heav'n it hears the orphan's cries, 
And wipes the tears from widows eyes. 
Their crimes on gold ſhall Miſers lay, 

Who pawa'd their ſordid ſouls for pay ? 

Let bravoes, then, when blood is ſpilt, 
Upbraid the paſſive ſword with guilt, 
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A SACRED LYRIC. 


ON BEING WAKED IN THE NIGHT BY A VIOLENT 
STORM,OF THUNDER AND LIGHTNING» 


3 in the arms of balmy ſleep 
From every care of day, 
As ſilent as the folded ſheep, 


Aud as ſecure I lay: 


Sudden, tremendous thunders roll; 
Quick lightnings round me glare; 

Ihe ſolemn ſcene alarms my ſoul, 
And wakes the heart to prayer. 


Whate'er, O Lord! at this ſtill hour, 
Theſe awful ſounds portend, 

Whether ſole enſigns of thy power, 
Or groans for nature's end ! 


Grant me to bear with equal mind' 
. Theſe terrors of the ſky ; 
For ever, as thou wilt, reſign'd, 
Alike to live or die. 


If, wak'd by thy vindictive hand, 
This mighty tempeſt ſtirs; 
That peal the voice of thy command ; 

Theſe flames thy meſſengers 3 
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Welcome the bolt, where'er it fall 
Beneath the paſſing ſun ; 

Thy righteous will determines all, 

And let that will be done. . 


But if, as nature's laws ordain, pe 
Nor deſtin'd by thy will, 

Each bolt exerts its wide domain, 
Self-authoriz'd to kill; 


Quick interpoſe, all-gracious Lord, 
In this remorſeleſs night ! 

Ariſe ! and be alike ador'd 
For mercy as for might. 


Vouchſafe, amidſt this time of dread, 
Thy ſuppliant's voice to hear : 

O ſhield from harm each friendly head, 
And ali my ſoul holds dear ! | 


Let it not Kill where riot foul 
Pours forth the drunken jeſt ; 
Nor where the guilt-envenom'd ſoul 
Starts wild from troubled reſt. 


A while O ſpare thoſe ſinful breaſts 
Who deeds he night deform, 

Nor ſtrive hefe ſmiling virtue reſts 
Unconſcious oi the ſtorm. 
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Succour the couch where beauty lies, 
All pale with tender fear ; 

Where ſickneſs lifts its languid eyes, 
O pour thy comforts there. 
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Nor uſeleſs waſte this moral night, 
Like common hours, away; 

But glow with wiſdom's ſacred light, 
More fair than orient day. 


Warn'd by each flaſh, may virtue riſe, 
And with its glories ſpread, 

While every blaſted bud of vice 
Shrinks in new terrors dead. 


So on that awful Judgment Day, 
Whoſe image ſhakes the ſoul, 

Though keeneſt liglitnings ſhoot their ray, 
And loudeſt thunders roll ; 


Well-pleas'd, O Lord, each eye ſhall ſee 
Thoſe final thunders hurl'd ! | 

And mark with joy, for love of thee, 
That flaſh which melts the world, ; 
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ODE TO INNOCENCE. 
BY fFOUHN OGILVIF, D. p. 


2 | 
a ＋ was when the flow declining ray 
Had ting'd the cloud with evening gold; 
No warbler pour'd the melting lay, 
No ſound diſturd'd the ſleeping fold; 


When by a murmuring rill reclin'd, 
Sat wrapt in thought a wandering ſwain ; 
Calm peace compos'd his muſing mind; 
And thus he rais'd the flowing ſtrain : 


& Hail, Innocence! celeſtial maid ! | 
« What joys thy blaſting charms reveal! 
« Sweet as the arbour's cooling ſhade, 
&« And milder than tlie yernal gale. ' 


« On thee attends a radiant quire, 
« Soft ſmiling Peace, and downy Reſt, 
& With Love that prompts the warbling lyre, 
« And Hope that ſoothes the throbbing breaſt; 


& O, ſent from heav'n to haunt the grove, 

« Where ſquint- ey d Envy ne'er can come; 
c Nor pines the cheek with luckleſs love, 

« Nor anguiſh chills the living bloom; 
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« Serene as heav'n's unſully'd light, 
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“ But ſpotleſs Beauty, rob'd in white, 
« Sits on yon moſs-grown hill reclin'd ; 


« And pure as Delia's gentle mind: 


“ Grant, heav'nly Power ! thy peaceful ſway 
« May ſtill my ruder thoughts controul ; 
© Thy hand to point my dubious way, 

« Thy voice to ſooth the melting ſoul ! 0 


« Far in the ſhady ſweet retreat 


« Let thought beguile the lingering hour; 
« Let quiet court the moſly ſeat, 
« And twining olives form the bower. 


« Let Jdove-ey'd Peace her wreath beſtow, 

« And oft ſit liſtening in the dale, 

«© While night's ſweet warbler from the bough 
„Tells to the grove her plaintive tale. 


« Soft, as in Delia's ſnowy breaſt, 

« Let each conſenting paſſion move, 
« Let angels watch its ſilent reſt, 

« And all its bliſsful dreams be love.” 
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CUPID BENIGHTED. 


.ANACREON. 


- ſable night had ſpread around 
Thus nether world a gloom profound ; 
No filver moon nor ſtars appear 

The lonely traveller to cheer : 

The race of man, with toils oppreſt, 
Enjoy'd the balmy ſweets of reſt ! 
When from the heav'nly court of Jove 
Deſcended ſwift the God of Love, 
(Ah me! I tremble to relate) 

And loudly thunder'd at my gate. 

« Who's there? I cried, <« who breakes my door, 
« At this unſeaſonable hour ?” 

The God, avith well-diſſenibled ſighs, 
And moan inſidious, thus replies : 

4 Pray ope the door, dear Sir— tis I, 


A harmleſs, miſerable boy: 


„ Benumb'd with cold and rain, I ftray 

& A long, uncomfortable way 

The winds with bluſt'ring horror roar— 
„ Tis diſmal dark—pray ope the door.“ 
Quite unſuſpicious of a foe, 

Fliften'd to the tale of woe, ; 
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Compaſſion touch'd my breaſt, and ſtrait 

I truck a light, unbarr'd the gate 

When lo! a winged boy I ſpy'd, 

With bow and quiver at his fide : 

I wonder'd at his ſtrange attire; 

Then friendly plac'd him near the fire, 
My heart was bounteous and benign, 

I warm'd his little hands in mine, 
Cheer'd him with kind aſſiduous care, 
And wrung the water from his hair. 

Soon as the fraudful youth was warm, 

« Let's try,” ſays he, “ if any harm 

&« Has chanc'd my bow this ſtormy night; 
I fear the wet has ſpoil'd it quite.” 
With that he bent the fatal yew, . 
And to the head an arrow drew; 

Loud twang'd the ſounding ſtring, the dar? 

Pierc'd through my boſom to my heart : 

Then laugh'd amain the wanton boy, 5 

And „ Friend,” he cried, “I wiſh thee joy; 
“ Undamag's is my bow, I ſee, 

* But what a wretch I've made of thee.” 
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H. chearful along the gay mead, 
The daiſy and cowſlip appear, 
The flocks as they careleſsly feed, 
- Rezoice in the ſpring of the year; 
The myrtles that ſhade the gay bow'rs, 
The herbage that ſprings from the ſod, 
Trees, plants, cooling fruits, and ſweet flow'rs, 
All riſe to the praiſe of my God. 


Shall man, the great maſter of all, 
The only inſenſible prove ? 
Forbid it, fair Gratitude's call, 
Forbid By Devotion and Love: 
The Lord who ſuch wonders could raiſe, 
And ſtill can deſtroy with a nod, 
My lips ſhall inceflantly praiſe, 
My foul ſhall be wrapt in my God 
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